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Say you're open 


by remrose 


Summary 


"Man, I don't have the energy for this." Wilbur complained, reaching up to pull the light bulb 
chain and illuminate the kid passed out in the middle of his stock room. 


He was young. Fluffy blonde hair and a ratty old hoodie. There were magic aftershocks 
running up and down his limbs, starting and ending at his core, by his heart. 


That shit was dangerous. Whatever this kid had been doing, it could've killed him. It still 
might. For a minute, Wilbur wrestled with his morals, but he knew it was useless. He was 
going to help this idiot at two in the morning after his mother's funeral. 


or 


modern magic au that will leave you wondering who exactly is saving who, here 


Notes 


please heed warnings for anxiety, depression, mentioned suicide and suicidal ideation. 


Chapter 1 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


say you're open through tears and trembling 
it's a major step, it's okay to fret 

here's a safe place to lay your heart down 
it's a second chance, it won't be your last 


- BREAKFAST by half-alive 


U 


Wilbur returned to his shop at 2am after his mother's funeral to find a kid laying in the middle 
of the stock room, sparking with magic. 


He wasn't particularly in the mood. While Wilbur hadn't been close with his mother for a long 
time, it was still hard to bury her, even harder still that they hadn't really ever reconciled 
before she died. He had thought they'd have time. Instead, she was dead, and Wilbur stayed at 
the venue as long as he could bear, which was about an hour longer than his twin had 
managed. 


The two of them, officially orphans, stuck together for most of the ceremony. They didn't talk 
much, even though it'd been a while since they hung out. Techno was busy. Wilbur was proud 
of his brother. 


They kept their heads down. Techno was a little famous, so he'd gone very low-key. But no 
one in their hometown cared much about his championship status, only that their mother had 
her sons there to bury her. 


"I've got a flight to catch." Techno said, quiet, just barely past the reasonable amount of time 
to attend a funeral. 


They hadn't discussed anything of importance. Not their feelings over her death. Not the 
circumstances. Not even the weather. Wilbur swallowed, and said, "Stay safe on your next 
match." 


"You'll be okay here?" Techno hesitated, like he'd really stay and miss his flight just to 
continue to stand there in silence with him. 


"I'm not staying either." Wilbur shrugged, looking away, instead at the plates of finger food 
near them. Someone had been kind enough to arrange it for the small group that had come to 
mourn. 


"Call me later." Techno clapped his hand on shoulder, and squeezed. 


They'd hugged when they first met up, and Wilbur didn't know if he could get through 
another without crying. So he just reached up and squeezed back. Then his twin, his other 
half, left. 


Wilbur couldn't bear to stand there by himself and left an hour later in his shitty car, deciding 
against staying in their hometown entirely and drove back to the city. L'Manberg was 
sparkling with electric lights and magic lanterns and the coast line dotted with boats and 
buoys. He stared out the windshield and thought nothing at all until he was home, his real 
home, a little magic shop he started himself in downtown L'Manberg. 


It was called Fake Magic. This was a joke between him and Techno, from when he said he 
was going to start a magic shop. 


His twin had asked, "A real magic shop?" 


Wilbur replied sarcastically, "No, it's a fake magic shop." and then refused to ever let that 
joke die. 


A lot of people didn't get the joke. That was fine. Wilbur lived to make people's lives more 
difficult, really, so having a misleading shop name was just the fun of it. Those who didn't 
like magic could be easily fobbed off by pretending the name was true. 


And those who did believe quickly learnt that Wilbur sold only the best goods, carried only 
the best books, and harboured only the best advice. 


"Bruh, I'd hate to see you try and run a real magic shop." Techno laughed, the first time he 
saw it in full swing. 


Wilbur laughed and hung off his brother's arm, grinning. 


There was no such joy in the shop now. The late night drive and maelstrom of emotion was 
not helped by the unexpected visitor. 


"Man, I don't have the energy for this." Wilbur complained, reaching up to pull the light bulb 
chain and illuminate the kid passed out in the middle of his stock room. 


He was young. Fluffy blonde hair and a ratty old hoodie. There were magic aftershocks 
running up and down his limbs, starting and ending at his core, by his heart. 


That shit was dangerous. Whatever this kid had been doing, it could've killed him. It still 
might. For a minute, Wilbur wrestled with his morals, but he knew it was useless. He was 
going to help this idiot at two in the morning after his mother's funeral. There wasn't a reality 
where he went to bed right now. 


"Alright, gents, let's figure this out." Wilbur shuffled some bags of crystals out of the way and 
eyed the way the magical feedback seemed to be stuck in some kind of loop. If Wilbur 
touched him now, there was a risk of a blowout if he fed his own magic into the loop, and 
that wasn't ideal. 


There were all kinds of enchantments a mage could weave into fabric to block the transfer of 
magic. However, Wilbur always found that nothing worked quite as well as a pair of rubber 
gloves. So he grabbed his yellow ones from his kitchen in the apartment upstairs, and 
grabbed the child by the ankles to drag him out of the storeroom. 


"Pain in the ass." Wilbur complained, bringing him down the hall to the larger work space of 
his main shop. The hardwood floor creaked under their weight. He hit the lights on and took 
the child's pulse with his gloved fingers. Still beating. Rather fast, but that was better than 
slow. 


Right beside his carotid artery was a familiar mark -- a faint 'X' over his throat, a mark of 
silence. That was some nasty chaos magic, then. What the hell was a kid doing messing with 
that kind of thing? 


He debated calling Techno for advice, since chaos magic was his speciality. His twin had 
even asked him to call him later, it wouldn't be unexpected. But he had a Hypixel match the 
next day, and Wilbur was no slouch in chaos magic himself. He could figure it out. 


What he needed right now was to stop the feedback loop. The sparking magic ran in 
exhausting circles in and out of his core, like washing electricity ebbing and flowing. 
Whatever spell this kid had done, his body was not happy, and was currently trying to kill 
him over it. 


If Wilbur knew what spell was causing the problem, then it would be relatively simple to 
come up with a solution just by working backwards. But he was flying blind. The only thing 
coming to his mind was to cut off the power supply of the loop and hope. 


With that decided, Wilbur dug through his stores and found a bundle of hexweed. It was a 
magic blocker, and tasted like shit. The child wasn't aware to chew and swallow, so he 
needed to make a beautiful smoothie. He used his kitchen blender and some orange juice, 
trying to remember if there was any inherent magical properties in oranges that were going to 
clash. He just needed it to be drinkable. 


It was three in the morning and the hexweed fried his blender. Wilbur took what he'd 
managed and tipped the child's mouth open and massaged his throat like a dog. 


He got more hexweed smoothie on the floor than in the child's mouth. But almost instantly, 
the sparking began to fade. He'd been guessing dosage based on the kid's height and weight 
not to harm him further, so he stopped immediately. 


"Oh thank fuck." Wilbur slumped back, peeling off the dish gloves that were making his 
hands sweat. He went to trash his ruined blender and cleaned up the hexweed on his 
hardwood. 


The child did not wake. Wilbur was too tired, so he dragged him upstairs and left him to rest 
on his couch as he went to bed. 


Wilbur woke in the morning with the sun, because he'd forgotten to close his blinds. He 
groaned into the light, suffocating himself with the pillow for a minute, remembering his 


mother's funeral, the heart wrenching hug with his twin that hadn't lasted long enough, and of 
course the child half-dead in his storeroom. 


Groaning again, Wilbur got out of the bed and peaked around the corner, hoping that maybe 
the child would've vanished in the night. No such luck. He was sprawled over the cushions, 
mouth open, certainly looking more alive than he had the night before. 


Hexweed wasn't great to ingest. Wilbur would need to keep an eye on him for a while to 
make sure there wasn't either a magical block or whiplash. But it was better than death by 
feedback loop, because at least now Wilbur had a bit more time to come up with solutions 
and hopefully a patient conscious enough to chew and swallow on his own. 


Wilbur made breakfast, running through options in his head. It would largely depend on the 
type of spell the child had attempted. That shit was dangerous. 


The eggs he was cooking spat oil at him. Wilbur heard his mother's voice in his head. She 
didn't like that both her children had pursued magic for their careers, in their own ways. She 
thought it was dangerous. 


Wilbur knew it was dangerous. That was why he wanted to master it, so it wouldn't be 
frightening anymore. Wilbur was the type of person to stand in the eye of a storm. Magic had 
always captured his interest, even as a child like the one on his couch. 


She taught both him and Techno magic in the first place, starting off as proper homebrew 
mages in her kitchen. But then Wilbur pursued a service certification so he could sell his 
talents and Techno received a chaos magic exception for Hypixel, and she never wanted that 
for them. Begged them to pursue other paths. 


His mother hadn't approved, but it didn't mean she didn't love him. She just wanted them to 
be safe. And now she was dead, and he never would get to make up with her. He always kind 
of thought that one day he would. 


"Dude, those eggs are definitely done." A voice said behind him. 


Wilbur blinked and refocused, and yes, they definitely were. He took them off the stove and 
turned to face his guest. 


The child stood, swaying slightly, rubbing the back of his fluffy blonde head and grimacing, 
one eye shut. He said, "What the fuck is going on?" 


"I could ask you." Wilbur replied, pointing at the stools on his kitchen island. "Sit before you 
fall over, idiot." 


The child collapsed into a stool with no grace and looked around, frowning. He said, "Why 
does my mouth taste like burnt hair?" 


"That's the hexweed." Wilbur moved to put some bread in the toaster, giving the child some 
of the leftover orange juice. "That'll last a few days. But it saved your life, so it's better than 
the alternative." 


The child grimaced but didn't look too alarmed. He asked, "You saved me?" 
"Hard to let a kid die in my store room." Wilbur replied. 


The orange juice was swallowed in one go. He put the glass down and said, "Thanks, I guess, 
then. I'm Tommy." 


"Wilbur." 


Tommy stared at him, unblinking for a minute, still looking kind of out of it. Then the toast 
popped and Wilbur turned to butter it. 


"Nice to meet you." Tommy said eventually. "I hope it wasn't too much trouble. Um, saving 
me, that is. I wasn't really thinking about the aftermath of that spell, I guess." 


"Wanna tell me what the hell you were trying to do?" 
"Would love to." Tommy replied, tapping the silence mark on his throat. "Can't, however." 


"Aha." Wilbur didn't argue, because that kind of thing could be painful if he tried to force 
Tommy to talk around the restrictions. Those types of restrictions could only be placed by 
things that definitely should not be fucked with. "Did you break into my shop to steal the 

ingredients for the spell or something?" 


"Or something." Tommy agreed, uncomfortably. 


"Is there a security issue I need to fix?" Wilbur asked. "I'd really prefer if all the children off 
the streets didn't come help themselves to my wares." 


"It's not an issue. And I'm not a child." Tommy scowled, even as Wilbur handed him a plate 
of eggs and toast. 


Wilbur chuckled, staying on the other side of the island and adding a little more pepper to his 
breakfast. "Definitely a child. You're what, twelve?" 


"I'm--" Tommy stopped, and shook his head. "I'm a big man, adult and shit. How old are 
you?" 


"Twenty-four." 
"Really?" Tommy said. 


Wilbur raised an eyebrow, fork halfway to his mouth. "Last time I checked, yeah. How old 
are you actually? Don't bullshit me." 


"It depends." Tommy grimaced. "I haven't been near a calendar recently." 
The ratty hoodie suggested homelessness, so that wasn't particularly surprising. "It's June." 


Tommy wrinkled his nose. "Fourteen." 


"Should I bother asking where your parents are?" Wilbur asked, figuring he already knew the 
answer. Well adjusted kids don't end up sparking with magic unsupervised. 


Tommy shrugged, looking back down at his eggs. Then he said, as if it just occurred to him, 
"Please don't call social services on me. That would be a pain in the ass." 


"Hadn't really thought about it." Wilbur told him. "I was more concerned with making sure 
that feedback loop doesn't come back. How are you feeling?" 


"Everything I'm eating still tastes like burnt hair." Tommy replied, with a bit of sulk. 


"Don't do stupid shit, then. What about your core?" Wilbur asked, tapping the middle of his 
chest. 


Tommy glanced down at his chest. "Doesn't feel like anything. Kind of numb." 


"Probably still the hexweed. Can you hang around for a while just until we're sure you're not 
gonna whiplash back into feedback loop hell?" 


"Is that a concern?" Tommy said, chewing his toast slower. 


"I'd know better if I knew what spell you'd done, so let's call it a healthy abundance of 
caution." Wilbur finished what he felt like eating, which wasn't much. His stomach was still 
sore from tying itself in knots the day before at the funeral. He put his plate down and said, 
"I'm going to open my shop. You can hang out where ever but please don't do any fucking 
magic." 


"Cheers. I'm going back to sleep, then." Tommy said, sounding undeniably tired. 


Wilbur didn't much care what the kid did, he needed to get the doors open downstairs before 
his regulars started to beat them down. A quick shower and change of clothes, and Wilbur 
opened only three minutes late. He had a couple people who wanted magically infused tea 
every morning, and they usually waited outside for him to open. 


Niki was one of them. "You were closed yesterday." She greeted when it was her turn. 


He'd been forced to close, with a sign saying there was a family emergency since he didn't 
have any other staff. He'd bullshit other people, but he was friends with Niki. So he said, "It 
was my mother's funeral." 


"Ah." Niki studied his face as Wilbur poured the tea. "Are we upset about that?" 
"It's complicated." Wilbur said. 


"Yes, then." Niki reached over and gave his arm a squeeze. "Let me know if you need 
anything. We'd all survive if you needed another day off." 


"I'd rather keep busy." Wilbur gave a uneven smile, not bothering to try and customer service 
his friend. He quietly gave her an extra boost of magic in her tea and slid it across the 
polished wood counter. 


"Was your brother there?" Niki asked, not rushing off with her tea like she did on some 
mornings when she was busy herself. She leaned against the counter and took a leisurely sip. 


She was also polite enough not to say his name, as Technoblade was becoming increasingly 
famous as the competition gained more and more steam, and as he remained an undefeated 
champion. 


"He was." 
"Was it good to see him? I know you miss him." 


"As good as it could be, considering the circumstances." Wilbur took his glasses off and 
cleaned them on his shirt. "Enough about me. Tell me how your school is going." 


Niki lit up and described all her classes until other customers came in and Wilbur was forced 
to help them instead. She kissed her hand and waved as she left, a spark of pink leaving his 
bubble. Sometimes Wilbur wondered if he opened up to her quicker because of his immediate 
association with his twin, but more likely it was because she was unfailingly kind and funny. 


His new guest didn't rise, even when Wilbur popped upstairs to grab some lunch. Tommy was 
still asleep on the couch, sleeping like the dead. Wilbur hovered as he ate an apple, watching 
for any magic sparks. Maybe he'd given a little bit too much hexweed and dampened his core, 
because he couldn't feel any magic at all even when standing beside him. 


When Wilbur came downstairs, there was a blonde man in his storeroom. 
"I'm closed for lunch." Wilbur said, surprised. He'd locked the door. 


"I'm aware." The man replied, turning to face him. He was holding a wand, the fancy kind 
they gave real mages who did actual certification and not just the bullshit Wilbur had been 
teaching himself for years. It was pointed at Wil. 


"Ah." Wilbur said. "What can I do for you, sir?" 


"My name is Philza, I'm an Enforcer with the Magical Protection Agency." The man said, 
calm, flickering a smile. "We've detected an unusual influx of chaos magic at this location 
last night." 


"That's unusual." Wilbur agreed. "However, I wasn't here last night. I was at my mother's 
funeral out of town." 


Philza did not lower his wand. Wilbur had heard enough stories about the Enforcers that they 
tended to eliminate threats at the first whisper of trouble. He had an assassin standing in his 
storeroom and it would be an absolute mistake to assume the man would not kill him if he 
felt Wilbur was a threat to Magical Safety Bullshit. 


"Did you notice anything unusual when you returned home?" Philza inquired, in a tone that 
suggested he didn't believe him. 


Wilbur had a split second to decide whether or not to throw Tommy under the bus. He didn't 
know the kid, and there was a high chance this Philza would kill Wilbur anyway. 


A compromise, admit a partial truth. Wilbur did what he did best. He put on a smile, a charm, 
and said, "There was a kid, but I think he was just messing with stuff he didn't understand. I 
sent him off. I think he set off a chain reaction in my store room or something by messing 
with it while I was gone." 


"A kid." Philza repeated, no emotion in the tone. 


Wilbur nodded. "Clueless one. No harm there, really. Just stuck his fingers in some pies he 
shouldn't, you know?" 


Philza said nothing. Icy blue eyes scanned Wilbur's face. 


Wilbur pretended to let his shoulders relax, and turned away rubbing the back of his neck. "I 
seriously think he spooked himself out of anything, you know? He was really young." 


Wilbur stressed that, hoping for some kind of opening. He got it, as the icy blue eyes softened 
just a touch. 


Philza said, "Already gone?" 


"Yeah. You can scan for magic if you'd like, but I sent him off ages ago." Wilbur hoped the 
hexweed was still dampening. He crossed his fingers behind his back. 


"I will." Philza said, wand already moving. "Thanks for your help, mate." 


"Anytime." Wilbur replied, voice the same, even as his knees went weak. He returned to the 
main shop and shakily had a bite of his apple. He prayed Tommy did not take this moment to 
wake up and come running down the stairs. 


He did not. Philza tipped the brim of his hat at Wilbur as he left, the bell chiming as the door 
opened and closed as if it wasn't locked at all. 


"Stupid Enforcers thinking they own the place." Wilbur muttered, heart not quite coming 
down, and only getting up to flip his sign when he had enough of pretending to eat the apple. 
He'd been quite happy with his security before now, but apparently the wards he had up did 
nothing if an Enforcer could get in, let alone the child. 


Tommy came downstairs after close, when Wilbur was sweeping the floor. He was hugging 
his chest and complained, "It's sore now and I can still only taste burnt hair." 


"I said that taste wouldn't go away for a few days." Wilbur reminded him, glancing around as 
if the blonde Enforcer would appear like the damned. He did not. "The soreness, however, I 
can check. Come sit." 


Tommy didn't question him, flopping in the ugly green upholstered chair he had set up by the 
counter for this exact reason. Wilbur ran through a couple diagnostic spells, snapping his 
fingers to catch the magical spark. 


Tommy watched with widening blue eyes. "You can do magic with just your fingers?" 


"If you know the right way." Wilbur said. He snapped one hand, lighting a trail of yellow 
sparks, and tracing a circle in the air. At the joining of the circumference, Wilbur snapped his 
opposing hand and started to trace the patterns in the middle. 


"Most people do it with a wand or a staff or a sword." Tommy said, awed. "I used to have a 
sword." 


"Let me guess, but you overloaded it with magic and it blew up?" Wilbur said, wry, because 
that was always what happened when people tried to use swords. 


The charm lit up, bright in the shop, and Wilbur could see the scarring in Tommy's core. He 
winced. 


"Maybe once or twice." Tommy replied. "But I was getting better at it." 


Wilbur swatted his hand through the sigil and the sparks immediately vanished. "And what 
about the scarring on your magical core? Is that from the sword, or from the overload of 
chaos magic you unleashed last night?" 


Tommy's expression changed in a rapid cycle. It settled on annoyed. "Probably. I don't think I 
had that before. Or at least, nobody told me I did." 


"It'll take a little healing, and you'll probably never have the same upper limit you did before, 
but I think you'll still be a capable magic user if you want to be." Wilbur diagnosed, fairly 
sure. The scarring was deep, sure, but he was young and the elasticity of the core was better 
the younger you were. 


"Right." Tommy said, slowly. "Aren't you supposed to tell me that I shouldn't do magic?" 
"I run a magic shop." Wilbur reminded him. 
"But it's a Fake Magic shop." Tommy said, with a little glee. 


Wilbur laughed, rolling his eyes. He did enjoy when people liked the joke. He added, tapping 
his core, "It wouldn't have been so bad if you weren't drenched in chaos magic for who 
knows how long last night. Who the hell was teaching you that stuff?" 


"Ah, you know. People." Tommy looked away, uncomfortable. He perked up after a second, 
"I almost learnt how to teleport!" 


Wilbur felt his soul leave his body. "Who in their right mind would teach a child how to 
teleport before you know how to stop a sword from exploding?" 


Tommy flapped a hand. "That wasn't even the best. I nearly, nearly had invisibility down. I 
could've done so much with that one!" 


"Did you learn absolutely any basic magic theory before you were thrown into the worst 
possible magic practices ever?" Wilbur demanded. 


"Uhhbhh." Tommy said, encouragingly. 

"I'm so absolutely astonished you are not dead." Wilbur told him, frank. 
"That's fair." Tommy agreed. "Can you teach me, then?" 

"I don't do swords." Wilbur said. 


"Not that, the real stuff. I already know I can't do the flashy stuff they use for the 
Championship." Tommy said. "I wanna draw in the air like you just did." 


Wilbur sighed, heavy. "Can you focus on healing your core first? Then we can discuss the 
half-baked plans of children." 


"I'm not a child!" Tommy protested. 


"And if you do any magic right now, you're only going to be far more sore." Wilbur tapped 
his own chest in example. 


Tommy hugged his arms closer and a troubled frown crossed his face. He said, "Fine. But 
you're not getting rid of me that easy." 


"Why would anything in my life ever be easy?" Wilbur bemoaned, with fake energy. He 
glanced at his watch. He wasn't hungry yet, stomach still in knots, but this child wouldn't 
have had any lunch. "Wanna get take out?" 


A flash of want crossed Tommy's face, naked and plain. Then he scoffed, "As long as you're 
buying." 


"Of course I'm buying, do I look like I'm going to make the actual child pay?" Wilbur said, to 
the immediate protests of Tommy not being a child. 


They got Pad Thai and Tommy convinced him to watch dog videos on YouTube as they ate. 
Then about ten minutes after the teenager vacuumed up all the noodles, he curled up on his 
side on the couch again and immediately fell asleep. Magical exhaustion was no fucking 
joke. 


Wilbur abandoned his half-eaten plate in the kitchen and climbed out the window onto his 
incredibly small deck. It was barely wide enough to stand on, so Wilbur usually sat with his 
legs pulled up. 


Guiltily, he pulled a cigarette out. It was raining quietly, but dripping just past him from the 
small overhang of gutters. When he lit the tip, there was a single moment where everything 
was okay. Then he exhaled, and carcinogens filled the atmosphere. L'Manberg hummed 
around him, alive. Wilbur had told Techno he'd quit, because he didn't like it. 


Wilbur took out his phone and looked up his twin's match results. He'd won, of course. 
Techno never lost, not once since he'd started. 


Wilbur used to watch the competitions live, but he had to stop. It caused him too much 
anxiety. Now he waited until it was over and looked up the result, knowing immediately that 
his brother was okay, that he'd won. Then he'd go and watch the highlights. 


Flashy magic, Tommy had called it. It certainly was. Techno was very good at what he did, 
and intimidation and preparation were two large factors in his constant success, just as much 
as skill. But while most loved his large explosions of magic, Wilbur often thought of the 
quieter magic his twin was capable of. The spells he'd weaved as a kid to cheat during tests 
that were often more complicated that the material they were studying. The curses he put on 
bullies to do mundane, annoying things, like having their fingernails grow twice as fast or 
always miss the bus on the first try. Or how he'd always bring Wilbur a cup of tea charmed to 
never go cold. 


It made his insides warm. But right now, it was the tempting sting of cigarette smoke and a 
mist against his skin from the city summer rain. He dialled Techno's cell with the full 
expectation it would go straight to voicemail, which it did. Techno had his phone on 
permanent 'do not disturb'. It would probably be quicker to just text, but Wilbur liked to leave 
him a voicemail every time. 


Techno had the robotic voicemail that just read off his phone number. Then it beeped, and 
Wilbur said, "To be, or not to be, that is the question. Whether 'tis nobler in the mind to 
suffer, the slings and arrows of outrageous fortune, or to take arms against a sea of troubles, 
and by opposing end them?" 


Then he hung up. He finished the cigarette and went back to watch Techno's fight in more 
detail. The commenters were discussing how he was going to be facing some new upstart 
soon. He guiltily put a second cigarette under the lighter flame just as the screen flashed with 
an incoming call. 


As soon as the line connected, Techno said, "To die: to sleep; No more; and by a sleep to say 
we end the heart-ache and the thousand natural shocks that flesh is heir to, 'tis a 
consummation devoutly to be wish'd." 


Wilbur's heart felt full in a way that the cigarette smoke was absolutely pale in comparison. 
He said, "Did you actually light yourself on fire in that fight today?" 


"Nah, I didn't, it was an illusion." Techno replied. 
"Ah, that makes more sense." Wilbur flicked ash into the Fanta can on his deck. 
"Hamlet?" Techno asked in return, shuffling something in the background. 


Wilbur just hummed. He couldn't tell if Techno was busy, if he'd called at a bad time. His 
brother was often way too busy, with preparation for the next match and recovery and his 
studies and the press and everything. He didn't want Techno to ever hold himself back 
because of him. 


But Techno had asked him to call, Wilbur reminded himself, trying to stave off the guilt. 


"How's having a dead mother going for you?" Techno asked, when he didn't say more. 
"Fine." Wilbur said. 

"Are you smoking right now?" 

"No." Wilbur lied, inspecting the lit cigarette between his fingers. 

"Of course not." Techno said, sarcastic. Then he sighed. "Really, though." 

"What do you want me to say, man?" Wilbur asked. "I don't know. How is it for you?" 
"Weird." Techno replied. "Really weird." 


"Yeah." Wilbur agreed. He thought about the long pauses and hesitations he'd seen in 
Techno's highlights from the match, where he was usually effortless and easy, there was an 
almost melancholy aspect to his fight. "You've got some upstart coming for your title. 
Dream." 


"I've heard." Techno said, dry. "Nah. I'm not concerned. I've met the guy a couple times 
already. I think I can take him." 


Wilbur snorted. But he was thinking about the incredible skill and speed of his opponent. He 
was definitely going to lay awake all night before their first fight worrying. He took another 
drag of his cigarette. 


"Did you have dinner?" Techno asked, a little abrupt. 


"I did." Wilbur said, and it wasn't even a lie for once. "Oh, it's a long story, actually. Do you 
wanna hear?" 


"Course." Techno replied immediately. The shuffling in the background stopped and he had 
his brother's full attention. "What's the long story?" 


Wilbur told Techno about his finding when he returned home, the Enforcer in his storeroom, 
all the way to Thai food and dog videos. 


Techno let him speak without interrupting. Only once he was done did he offer, "What the 
heck possessed you to keep him?" 


"Keep him?" Wilbur echoed. "I'm just making sure he's not gonna die." 


"Please. This is just like that stupid turtle in our pond at home. You've named it and now 
you're going to cry when it dies." Techno said. 


"Oi, I think this is a little different than a turtle." Wilbur said, very dry. "I'm just giving him a 
hand." 


"You said it yourself, what the kid was meddling with is dangerous. Why didn't you hand him 
off to the Enforcer? Or send him off to CPS?" 


"I wasn't really thinking." Wilbur shrugged, tipping his head back against the brick wall. A 
hum of magic in the distance as some party bass boosted with a spell and a cheer. A car 
honked thrice. The world was right in front of him, damp. 


"Bruh. Obviously." Techno said. 


"No, I mean, I don't really know what I was thinking. I was just... he was there. I didn't have 
any reason to send him away. I'm gonna make sure he's okay then I'll figure out what to do 
next." Wilbur explained. 


But even as he spoke, his heart sunk, because he realized the real answer to the question. It 
wasn't particularly that Wilbur wanted to help the child -- he wasn't a bleeding heart or full of 
compassion or anything like that. No. It was because his mother just died and the other half 
of his soul was halfway across the country. 


It was the horrible distance between them and that horrible, horrible word he'd been afraid of 
his whole life: loneliness. 


"I know it's hypocritical of me to say, but be careful with that chaos magic." Techno replied, 
with a deep sigh. "It's all about drawbacks. It's about the secret fees. I spend all my time 
trying to make sure it gets paid in ways that benefit me. If you're just a stupid kid, well. He 
might not even know what he's given away until it's already gone." 


"Yeah." Wilbur agreed. "You're right, that's pretty hypocritical to be warning me about the 
person with chaos magic." 


"Listen, I only mean I know this better than anyone." Techno said, annoyed. Then it 
immediately smoothed out. "Call me if he does anything I could help with, okay?" 


Wilbur wasn't about to call Techno away from his matches, especially now that he had what 
looked like a real competitor. He lied nicely and said, "I will." 


"I hate this." 

"I know." 

Techno chuckled. They sat there for a minute. Wilbur shuffled to grab his pack. 
"Don't light another, for God's sake." Techno said immediately. 

Wilbur stopped mid-motion. "I'm not." 

"All you do is lie to me." Techno complained. "I don't know why I put up with you." 


"I keep you on your toes." Wilbur said, even as his heart hurt like hell. It was probably the 
nicotine that was making it palpitate like that. 


Techno held a long pause. It made Wilbur's skin crawl. When his brother finally, spoke, it 
was horribly awkward, "I know we don't talk about it, but like... man. I love you. I'm sorry 
Mom died. If you wanna talk about it..." 


"I don't." Wilbur said immediately, because they didn't discuss it for a reason. They ignored it 
and pushed it aside and fought in magical tournaments and ran magical shops. However, his 
hurting heart was a least a little gooey at the pulled-teeth admitted affection, and said, "I love 
you too, a whole lot, so please don't hurt yourself trying to be genuine. I know." 


"I know you know." Techno gruffed. "But I just... I was talking to the coroner, and they think 
she might've killed herself. And I... I worry 'bout you." 


Wilbur really, really didn't know what to say to that. He stared at the skyline, undercut with 
buildings and lights and mist. After a long moment, he said, "I'm not going to kill myself, 
Technoblade. I've got too much shit to do." 


"I'm just making sure you know." Techno said. 
"I know." Wilbur agreed, firmer. "Like I said, don't hurt yourself. I'm fine." 
There was a long pause before Techno hummed. "Will you keep me updated on the kid?" 


Wilbur agreed. When he hung up, he stared at the half-finished package of smokes for a 
minute before getting up on cramped legs and heading back inside. 
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"What was the one thing I told you not to do?" Wilbur asked, in the morning, when he found 
Tommy awake and sitting on his floor with some crystals and chalk. 


"Drugs?" Tommy guessed, tipping his fluffy blonde head to the side. When was the last time 
he brushed his hair? 


"Magic." Wilbur said, flatly. 

"Oh, right, that." Tommy said. "I wasn't doing magic." 

"You were just arranging a good luck spell for what, then?" 

"... good luck?" 

"Give me the crystals." 

"That's fair." Tommy handed them over. "I couldn't get it to work, anyway." 


"That's because you still don't have enough magic to blow a pinwheel." Wilbur told him, 
annoyed. He still couldn't feel much of a spark from Tommy after the hexweed. 


Wilbur turned to the kitchen and opened his fridge to very little options. He had a stupid child 
to feed. Who's great idea was this, anyway? 


"Why would I need magic to do that? I could just blow on it." Tommy said, cheerfully poking 
holes in his analogy as he leaned over his shoulder to look at the empty fridge. "Wow, do you 
normally only eat condiments?" 


"I love sauces." Wilbur said, flatly. Then sighed. "There's a cafe down the street that makes 
cinnamon buns. Would it be a colossal mistake to send you there with a twenty so I can open 
the shop?" 


"Absolutely it would be." Tommy said, and thrust his hand out expectantly. 


Wilbur dug out his wallet and gave him a twenty, expecting exactly zero change from it. Then 
he went to take a shower and hopefully wash off the stink of cigarette smoke before he saw 
Niki and she gave him that expression that made him feel like he was the Worst. By the time 
he was dressed and getting his cash float, Tommy came barrelling in the side door with a 
huge box. 


"I got as many as they'd give me!" Tommy reported proudly. 


"Fantastic." Wilbur said, taking one. "Don't touch anything with your sticky fingers." 


"I don't have sticky fingers, I have incredibly smooth and wonderful fingers." Tommy told 
him, with an air of ridiculous confidence and already a layer of icing on his cheek. 


"That's..." Wilbur couldn't help but laugh, throwing his head back. 


Tommy grinned. He took a huge bite of bun and said with his mouth full, "There's a pink 
haired lady with a bunch of flowers waiting outside for you to open the door, by the way." 


"Aha." Wilbur said, turning the kettle on for her tea and hurrying to finish opening with one 
hand impeded by cinnamon bun. 


Tommy took over the chair by his counter again, the whole box of buns in his lap. He 
complained in a loud voice, "This still fucking tastes like burnt hair." 


"Poor thing." Wilbur replied, with absolutely zero actual sympathy. He dropped his half 
finished cinnamon bun back in the box as he walked past, heading to the door to let Niki in. 


"Good morning." Niki said. She was carrying what looked like a bunch of hyacinths pulled at 
the root. Considering Wilbur knew she lived in a dorm room, it was more likely from some 
stranger's garden. 


"Morning." Wilbur replied, accepting the flowers and letting her inside. "You didn't have to 
get me anything." 


"I know." Niki said, following him to the counter. "But it's not everyday your mother dies." 
"Oh shit, your mom is dead?" Tommy said, mouth half full. 

Niki turned, blinking, and said, "Oh hello." 

"Hello!" Tommy said, loud. Then held out the cinnamon bun box in offer. 


"Thank you." Niki replied, taking one delicately, then joining Wilbur at the counter. She said, 
"Are you aware there's a loud boy in your shop?" 


"I'm aware." Wilbur replied grabbing a glass to put the flower stems inside with a little tap 
water, taking a moment to give them a spell of vitality. "And Tommy's here too." 


Tommy barked a laugh, almost choking on his cinnamon bun. 


"Hi Tommy." Niki greeted, while Wilbur poured her tea. "My name is Niki. Have you come 
to annoy Wilbur as well?" 


"You never annoy me, Nihachu." Wilbur said. 
"I'm not trying hard enough, then." Niki said, devilish in her sweet voice. 


"Do you not see that he's poisoning your tea?" Tommy said. 


"Oh, I pay him to." Niki replied. "He's got the most subtle touch. I've never once been 
caught." 


"Caught?" Tommy repeated. 


"It's against school policy to use any enhancement charms." Niki said. "Especially before 
tests or exams. But Wil's got the magic touch, they never detect it." 


"It's all in the wrist." Wilbur demurred, and slid over her charmed tea. "Besides, you can just 
tell them it's only Fake Magic." 


Niki laughed before taking a sip and giving a happy sigh. Then she gave Tommy a long look, 
"Do you have a neck tattoo?" 


Niki was studying psychology, not magic. She wouldn't recognize the mark. Tommy's hand 
jumped to cover the silence 'X' over his throat, like he'd forgotten it was there. He said, "No, I 
am far too cool for neck tattoos." 


"I'm sure you are." Niki said, raising an eyebrow and glancing at Wilbur. 


He didn't volunteer the information. It was up to Tommy, and obviously he was 
uncomfortable with it. Instead he said, "It's meant to be a bullseye for punching." 


"Hey!" Tommy protested, and then laughed. 


Niki laughed with him, taking another sip then glancing at her watch. "Oh, I've got to run, but 
I wanted to bring you some flowers so you knew I was thinking of you. I always believe it's 
better when you can attach the idea of thinking of someone to a scented item, so everytime 
you smell it, it will remind you of that fact." 


"I appreciate it." Wilbur said, giving them an obliging sniff. "See you tomorrow." 

The bell chimed as she left. "You just let her leave without paying?" Tommy asked. 
"Niki's a regular, she just gives me a lump sum when she can afford it." Wilbur shrugged. 
"Ah, it's blatant favouritism." Tommy said, nodding confidently and leaning back. 


Wilbur couldn't help but laugh, because it was true too. He didn't do that for the other 
regulars. 


And his other regulars did come in, not as early as Niki with her flowers. There was the 
apothecary who came every morning for the supplies he'd need, the young mage in training 
who wanted a soul cleanse before he started any spell work for the day, and the old lady 
across the street who Wilbur was relatively sure was building a large and complicated 
selection of voodoo dolls. He made sure to never get on her bad side. 


Tommy consumed all of the cinnamon buns over the course of the morning, moving only 
when Wilbur needed the chair to help actual customers. Then Tommy roamed the shelves, 
bringing what felt like every piece of inventory in the store to Wilbur to ask him what it was 


and what its magical properties were. Most were not a one-word answer, with many 
complicated uses. 


But Tommy genuinely seemed to want to know, so he told him. 


"This is so cool." Tommy praised. "My teacher was total shit at explaining so I never got 
anywhere." 


"Where's your teacher now?" Wilbur asked, curious as to how Tommy ended up there if he 
had someone before. 


"Not here." Tommy said. 
"I gathered." Wilbur rolled his eyes. "I mean, where are they?" 


"I dunno." Tommy moved away from him, eyes roaming and obviously uncomfortable. He 
looked to the hyacinths in the vase beside him, then taking one and twirling it between his 
fingers. "How come you didn't tell me your mom just died?" 


"I'm mostly using you as a distraction from that fact, actually." Wilbur told him with a blunt, 
unashamed honesty, as it made his throat hurt. 


"Still. Uh. I'm sorry. How did she die?" 


Wilbur really didn't want to think about especially that, thank you very much. "She stopped 
being alive. I wasn't very close with her anymore. She wasn't big on me doing magic." 


"She wasn't?" Tommy looked around the incredible magic shop Wilbur had built from the 
ground up. 


"No." Wilbur replied. "So I'm not too torn up, don't worry about it." 


"Right." Tommy said, obviously uncertain, but at least was immediately distracted by another 
customer coming in and sending the chiming bell off. 


In the afternoon Wilbur spent over an hour bartering with Quackity, the travelling magical 
merchant from who he got a significant portion of his supplies. Wilbur liked to pride himself 
on gathering a selection that was marginally better than the hokey fake crap you could order 
off Amazon, but it meant he often had to deal with what Big Q felt were fair prices. 
Unfortunately they could go at it for hours, because they both found the challenge a bit fun. 


Tommy got bored of watching them argue and disappeared back upstairs. When Wilbur had 
given Quackity half his profits of the day and closed the shop, he found the teenager snoring 
on his couch again. 


The lack of magic coming off his core was concerning. Wilbur crouched beside him, 
mentally running through all the spells he knew and coming up blank with what could've 
caused this series of events. Sure, magical exhaustion, that was a common blowback. But the 
silence mark? 


That was chaos magic through and through. 


Wilbur left Tommy alone and went grocery shopping in his old shitty Chevy, buying twice 
the amount of food. He wasn't stupid enough to think he was going to send the kid away, so if 
he was staying then Wilbur needed to be able to feed him. And more than just take-out, 
which was pretty much all Wilbur had been eating for the past... for longer than he really 
wanted to think about. 


Wilbur fed the stray he'd picked up some boiled pasta with tomato sauce, and stopped 
pretending this wasn't going to continue and fetched some better pillow and blankets from the 
closet. Tommy seemed pleased to make a nest on the couch and go back to sleep, looking 
drained with only spots of red on his cheeks. 


Wilbur did the dishes, thinking about the scarred core he'd seen and wondering if there was 
anything he could do. Then he returned downstairs to his closed shop and set about putting 
away all the beautiful new wares Quackity sold him. 


Wilbur sighed, sitting on the hardwood floor of his shop hand-writing price tags with a 
sharpie when his phone rang. Without thinking too hard, he declined the call immediately so 
Techno could leave him a voicemail. But it was weird, because Techno never called him. 


"Oh threats of hell and hopes of paradise, one thing at least is certain: this life flies." Techno's 
voice said, slow and unbothered, when Wilbur checked his voicemail. 


Wilbur called him back. When the line connected, he said, "One thing is certain and the rest 
is lies, the flower that once has blown forever dies." 


"Am I interrupting?" Techno asked. 

"Better question, are you dead? You never call me." Wilbur said. 

"No, not dead." Techno replied, a little more awkward. "I do call you." 
"Yeah, if something's happened." Wilbur said. 

"Well." Techno said, and added nothing further. 


Wilbur sighed. "Are you still thinking I'm torn up over Mom? I've barely thought about her, I 
promise." 


That wasn't really true, but his thoughts about her were more abstract, painful feelings of 
regret and loss and confusion and guilt. 


"I was thinking about your kid." Techno replied instead. "Specifically, about the silence mark 
you mentioned." 


"Go on." Wilbur encouraged, because he had been as well. Though he had far less experience 
with chaos magic. 


"It's not common. It's hard as hell to implement because the amount of binding it needs is a 
little OP. It's chaos magic for sure, but more specifically I'd wager it's connected to someone 
making deals with beings that shouldn't be messed with." 


"Ah, shit." Wilbur said. "What the hell kind of deal could he make then? His core is fried, it's 
not like he's got power or riches or something out of it." 


"Your guess is as good as mine." Techno said, shrug in his tone. "He hasn't keeled over yet 
then?" 


"No. But he's definitely not bouncing back as quickly as I assumed. Do you have any 
thoughts on stuff I could do to help?" 


"I'm chaos magic, bro, nothing I do is helpful." Techno chuckled. 
"Alright." Wilbur rubbed his forehead. "I'll look into it. How's it going for you?" 


"We've got a match set for Dream finally." Techno said, making Wilbur's heart sink. "But not 
PVP. I wanted to do some parkour stuff first." 


"Oh." That was a bit better, at least. "Isn't he really good at that, though?" 
"Totally. I'd love a challenge." 


Techno's competitive spirit was going to get him killed one day and Wilbur wasn't going to 
be able to take it. But he did as he always had, and put a smile in his voice, "I hope you have 
fun, then." 


"I'm gonna live on the practice course for the next week, more like." Techno snorted. "But 
still call me if you need anything, okay?" 


"I promise I have it under control, stop worrying." Wilbur complained, since Techno wasn't 
this suffocating and overprotective unless he was worried about Wilbur. "Focus on kicking 
Dream's ass, alright?" 


Since Techno was very ADHD, that would likely manifest as hyperfocus, and if Wilbur was 
nearby he'd drag him home from the practice course to get some food and sleep. It was 
annoying that it wasn't an option. But if Techno was one word, it would be overprepared. 


While Wilbur was fretting quietly over Techno, his twin was apparently doing the same in 
reverse, "Yeah, yeah, just be careful if you're gonna make this kid your pet project because 
it's gonna break your heart when he doesn't stay." 


"He doesn't seem to be in any hurry to leave." Wilbur shrugged, but his heart did twist. He 
hated it when people left. But it was all anyone ever seemed to do. 


"Yeah, sure, but the Enforcer? Or the teacher he mentioned? Someone's gotta want him 
back." Techno said, completely logical. 


It was true and Wilbur didn't want to think about it. "Cross that bridge when I come to it, 
then." 


Techno quietly sighed. He said, "Can you promise you'll call me when that bridge comes up, 
then?" 


"Why are you so obsessed with making sure I'd call you?" Wilbur asked, since it was like the 
third time he'd asked. 


"Because we had no fucking idea Mom was anywhere near killing herself." Techno replied, 
blunt as ever. A little rushed, the tinge of upset. 


"I already told you I'm not going to do that." 

"I'm aware. But I know you're alone in L'manberg." 
"So? You're alone in Hypixel." 

"That doesn't mean I don't miss you, Wil." 


He swallowed against the lump in his throat, hard rock rolling around his trachea. Wilbur 
said, "I miss you too, idiot. But I'm doing what I want to do, and so are you." 


"Yeah." Techno said. "Maybe." 
Wilbur's eyebrows went up. "Maybe?" 


"I dunno." Techno shuffled in the background of the call. "It's annoying to have to upkeep a 
perfect record." 


He didn't elaborate, but Wilbur could guess. The amount of pressure Techno would have for 
even the simplest of matches. He was too competitive to just let his streak die. Wilbur asked, 
"Are you thinking of retiring?" 


"I'm not-not thinking about it." Techno shuffled a little more. "Not anytime soon. I love it too 
much." 


Wilbur's heart filled with traitorous hope that he tried to keep out of his voice. "Whatever 
works for you, man." 


Wilbur went to bed late, staying up for ages getting the shop set up for the next day. He 
fished a second stool from the backroom and set it up behind the counter with him so Tommy 
could stop using his customer chair, and muttered under his breath in a sarcastic tone, "I'm 
not going to get too attached, no way." 


Tommy was still complaining of burnt hair the next morning, which was beginning to be an 
abnormal amount of time. Before he opened the store he set Tommy up to run some 
diagnostic spells again. 


"I didn't even know you could do this kind of stuff with magic." Tommy said, half asleep but 
watching the spinning golden sparks in front of him. 


"Of course. Did your last teacher not show you any of this?" 


"No. I didn't really learn how to do much, actually. Mostly anything I tried didn't work." 
Tommy admitted. "I got really close all the time but I couldn't sustain it to finish." 


"That's what happens when you are trying to do chaos magic with zero foundational 
experience." Wilbur chiding, hands moving until he could get a proper look at the scarred 
core again. It was the same as the first day Tommy was there, nothing new to see, but no 
improvements either. "I'm beginning to wonder if it's that making your core like this." 


"It's still bad?" Tommy complained, rubbing his fluffy blonde hair and making it stand up. 


"Yeah. The spell that we're not talking about, did you actually succeed on that one? Or did it 
blow up too?" 


"I got that one." Tommy said. "But I had help." 
"Where's that help now?" 


Tommy face did something weird. Then he flexed his jaw and said, "We're not talking about 
that." 


That face was his tongue locking to the roof of his mouth. The silence mark singed with 
residual magic. 


Wilbur wanted to ask him what being he'd made a deal with, but if that being found out 
Tommy talked around the silence mark then there could be consequences. It was better to 
leave it alone. Instead, he focused on the teacher, "You've been exposed to high level magic 
with little practice and little protection. I'm surprised you're not dead, actually. What was 
your teacher thinking?" 


"I asked to be taught." Tommy shrugged. "I was warned. I just didn't care." 
"Yes, because you're a child with little perspective on good choices. Your teacher was shit." 


Tommy laughed, and it wasn't quite a normal sound. He wrapped his arms around himself 
and said, "Probably. They weren't really intending to become a teacher. But I'm really 
grateful. I had no where to go and they took me in." 


Wilbur sighed. He dropped the sparks and let his magic fade into the morning atmosphere. 
"So are they going to come looking for you soon, then?" 


"No." Tommy said. 


"So you don't have anywhere to go again?" 


"I guess not." Tommy replied, uncomfortable about it, hopping down from the stool. "I 
appreciate you letting me hang out. I didn't really think about what I was gonna do next." 


"I get the feeling you don't typically think things through." Wilbur replied, thinking about the 
child sparking with magic in his store room. 


Tommy laughed, and it was far more genuine. "Yeah, that's true. Can we get cinnamon 
buns?" 


"Your teeth will rot. There's cereal upstairs now, I bought some yesterday." Wilbur replied. 


Tommy tripped over himself running up the rickety wooden stairs. He came back down five 
minutes later balancing two bowls. He put one down in front of Wilbur where he was 
counting the cash float. 


"Oh." Wilbur said, surprised. "Cheers." 


Tommy didn't acknowledge him, instead dragging the stool he'd been given behind the 
counter close enough to lean over his breakfast and slurp the milk loud and obnoxious. 


Wilbur rolled his eyes, pretending to be more annoyed than he was. It was nice to have the 
ambient company. 


The bell above his door chimed before he'd even moved to unlock it. Wilbur's muscles 
tensed, and he was wary as he looked up to see Philza striding inside like he owned the place. 


"Good morning, sir." Wilbur said, mentally willing Tommy not to say anything stupid. 
"Did you leave the door unlocked?" Tommy asked, around a mouthful of cereal. 


"I'm not particularly bothered by locks." Philza replied, coming to a stop before the counter. 
He looked very pointedly at Tommy, then raised an eyebrow at Wilbur. 


"Would you believe me if I said this is a completely unrelated child to the one we were 
discussing before?" Wilbur asked, more as a faint attempt at a joke than anything. There was 
far too much intelligence in the Enforcer's eyes to lie. He knew exactly what was going on. 


Philza merely smiled. Tommy's crunch of cereal slowed to a nervous stop. 


"Tommy." Wilbur said, thinking through his options at a rapid pace. "Can you put the kettle 
on for Niki?" 


Then he stood up, gesturing Philza to follow him into his back room. 


"Do you actually want me to put the kettle on or is that a code to run?" Tommy asked, not 
particularly quiet. 


Philza would've heard either way. Wilbur said, "It'd be a shit code, if it was. Just put the kettle 
on and let me talk to the nice Enforcer on your behalf, okay?" 


"Aw, fuck." Tommy said, eyeing Philza differently now. 
"Not really anywhere you could run that I wouldn't find you." Philza said, unconcerned. 


Tommy set to putting the kettle on, though his hands were shaking. Wilbur carried that image 
in his mind as he took Philza to his store room. 


Between the two twins, they were very capable of winning every battle they faced. Techno 
was the fighter. Wilbur was the talker. He talked. 


"He's fourteen." Wilbur started with, thinking about how the Enforcer's face had softened 
when Wilbur pointed out he was a kid the first time. He just needed to appeal to that. "Likely 
homeless, from what I can tell. Had some chaos magic teacher that taught him a bunch of 
uncontrolled bullshit then left him. He's got nowhere to go and he's damaged his core pretty 
severely." 


Philza looked faintly curious. "You said his name was Tommy. Got a last name? 


"Hasn't said, but I also haven't asked." Wilbur said, promptly. Trying to look cooperative. 
Appeal to being on the same side. Don't let the Enforcer kill or imprison the fourteen year 
old. "I'm just trying to find a way to help him with the core damage. Then I was thinking I'd 
give him some actual training so he doesn't almost blow up the neighbourhood a second time. 
Make sure he's not just botching high level chaos magic spells in some alley way." 


"You hid him from me before." Philza pointed out. 


Wilbur's mind raced. From what he could tell about this guy, he was a calm professional, took 
his job seriously, but had some level of empathy despite the reputation Enforcer's got. He was 
no nonsense, so Wilbur didn't attempt a second lie, "Yeah, I didn't know what condition he 
was in yet. I had given him hexweed to dampen his core after the chaos magic blowback, but 
it hasn't recovered." 


"Have you tried a moderate transfer?" Philza asked. 
"No." Wilbur replied. "But that's a good idea. It'd rule out if it was the system or the core." 


"Right. However I'm hesitant to allow him to continue if he's made a deal with a higher 
being. That silence mark on his throat is quite uncommon, and I've only felt an energy burst 
like that night a few times before." 


"Allow him to continue?" Wilbur repeated, jaw twitching, and took a deep breath. "Seriously, 
he's misguided. Someone's been teaching him stuff he shouldn't know. I want to make it right 
for him. He didn't know better." 


Philza stared for a long moment, icy blue eyes scanning Wilbur's face, like he was looking 
for a lie. But this time, Wilbur wasn't lying. Yeah, maybe he was taking on a pet project to 
distract him from his mother's death. And yeah, maybe Techno was right and it was only 
going to end in heartache. But it was that or go smoke out the back deck and fantasize about 
jumping. 


"I won't let him go unsupervised." Philza said, slowly. "Fourteen or not, a deal with a higher 
being is very illegal. Are you willing to take responsibility for him to ensure that he is taught 
and not causing more trouble?" 


Wilbur thought about how Tommy agreed earlier that he frequently did not think things 
through, and how stupid it would be to take responsibility for a kid like that. Then he thought 
about how if he didn't, this Enforcer would take Tommy away to be killed or put in juvie or 
something else horrible he couldn't even anticipate. 


"That was my intention." Wilbur said. 


"Alright. I'm going to look into him and I will be back to make sure you're upholding your 
side of the bargain, mate." Philza said, tipping his green hat. 


The threat was unspoken and his tone was mild, but the implications were huge and 
dangerous. Wilbur was definitely getting in over his head. He said, weakly, "Cheers." 


The two of them returned to the main shop to find Tommy hesitating by the counter, like he 
was unsure if he needed to start running. His face had gone white. 


"Do you have a last name, Tommy?" Philza asked. 

"Everyone has a last name, big man." Tommy said, chin up, even as his voice shook. 
Philza's lip quirked. "And what is yours?" 

Tommy visibly hesitated. He looked at Wilbur, eyes pleading. 


"He'll let you hang out with me as long as you behave yourself." Wilbur reassured him, 
nodding in encouragement. It was up to Tommy how much he wanted to share. 


"Tommy Innit." He said, after a long moment. "What's yours, then?" 
"Philza Minecraft." The Enforcer took his hat off in a smooth bow. 
"You're an Enforcer." Tommy said, stepping closer, looking curious despite his visible nerves. 


"I am." Philza agreed, straightening and fixing his hat back on. "You made quite the 
commotion with that spell of yours. Were you trying to blow up half the city?" 


Tommy face spasmed, and his mouth did not move. 


"Right." Philza's eyes narrowed on the silence mark on his throat. "You know, with higher 
beings, sometimes they have that silence mark until they come to take their payment. When 
that happens, I wonder what you'll have to lose?" 


"You mean my core fucking up wasn't already the payment?" Tommy said, in a hoarse voice. 


"Did you offer it?" Philza asked. 


Tommy shook his head, looking a little green now. 


"Then no. You will have to pay for whatever you've taken." Philza said, stepping closer and 
dipping his head a little. "Was it worth it?" 


Tommy said nothing. His shoulders hunched by his ears. 


Philza sighed, and ruffled Tommy's blonde fluffy hair. "I don't pretend to know the 
circumstances of what you've done, so I can't guess the consequences. Why the payment 
wasn't taken up front, why bother with a silence mark at all. They are complicated things, 
ones that humans are not meant to mess with. Let alone children. Have you learnt your 
lesson?" 


Tommy shrugged, looking away, trying to fix his hair. 


"Try to." Philza's smile suddenly spread to have teeth and it ran chills down Wilbur's back. 
"We can't have an untrained and wild chaos magic user running around, whether or not you're 
a child. Please don't force my hand. Wilbur Soot is putting himself on the line for you, don't 
make him regret it." 


Tommy turned to look at Wilbur. Wilbur tried not to think about how he'd never told the 
Enforcer his name, instead giving Tommy a long look back. He had no idea what the kid was 
thinking. 


"Thank you for not killing us, Philza Minecraft." Tommy said, slowly, turning back. "But we 
have customers waiting." 


Philza barked a surprised laugh, and suddenly the smile with teeth seemed a lot more dorky 
instead of threatening. "Well, don't let me slow you down." 


He left, letting the handful of regulars waiting at the door inside as he did. 
"Thanks." Tommy said, quietly, as the customers approached. 


"Finish your cereal." Wilbur replied. 
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Chapter 3 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Wilbur had a couple travelling vendors stop in his shop and became far too distracted 
discussing their wares. Normally this meant he had a line building, but for whatever reason 
when he turned around Tommy was manning the till and chatting an old lady's ear off about 
whether or not dolphins were assholes. 


"Please tell me you've been actually charging people for their purchases and not just 
pretending." Wilbur greeted, sliding back behind the counter. 


"Of course I have. It's a cash register, not a nuclear bomb. I can figure out a fucking Square 
reader." Tommy said. 


"I'm going to get arrested for child labour." Wilbur complained. "Go back to when you were 
just being an annoying piece of furniture." 


"That got boring." Tommy said, giving a shrug before immediately lighting up, "Oh! Unless 
you want to start teaching me proper magic." 


"Gotta have a core with any magic in it first." Wilbur said. "I have something we can try after 
we close." 


"Cool. Can I get a slushie?" 


Wilbur sent him off to the convenience store down the street with a twenty from his wallet. 
Another travelling vendor came in offering a rare spellbook and Wilbur practically drooled 
over it, pretending to buy it for the store when he knew it was definitely going in his private 
bookshelf upstairs. 


"You look like a dude who drinks orange slushies." Tommy said, handing over a medium 
orange slush. He had his own, a large, with every possible colour. 


"I can't tell if that's meant to be offensive or not." Wilbur replied, accepting it and taking a 
sip. "It's fine. Grape is better. Don't get slush on the expensive book, please." 


"Can I see?" Tommy asked. 


Wilbur had paid a literal arm and a leg for it. "Sticky fingered children do not get to touch my 
priceless artifacts." 


"I'm a very big man, I'll have you know." 


"Read this instead, big man." Wilbur grabbed a far more accessible foundational magic book 
from the shelf and handed it over. 


"I'm going to spill so many substances on this." Tommy said brightly, and hauled it over to 
the counter, dragging his stool close. He set the slush down to chew on the straw as he read, 
hands on his cheeks. 


Later, Wilbur locked the door and flipped the sign. Tommy said, "Wait, there's always a 
trade? I thought magic was just... magic." 


Wilbur sighed deeply, grabbing some tools for a moderate transfer and meeting Tommy by 
his cluttered counter. "What do you think your core is? It's the energy we use for magic. But 
we can amplify and supplement what we've already got, or get from external sources like ley 
lines. Use our spark to tap into environmental magic, like atmospheric pressure. You don't get 
something from nothing." 


"But..." Tommy frowned deeply. It twisted into something dark. He said, "I swear, I didn't 
know there'd be a cost." 


His voice faltered, choked at the end. Wilbur eyed the silence mark, nervous, not wanting the 
higher being on the other end to punish Tommy for talking about it. 


With how little Tommy knew about magic, it didn't surprise him that the kid didn't 
understand messing with chaos magic would have a cost. It wasn't his fault -- it was the 
teacher who failed to help Tommy understand what the spell he was undertaking would do. 


Wilbur just didn't understand how someone could let him make a deal with a higher being 
without stopping him, warning him, protecting him. Then he remembered that a lot of people 
in the world didn't love magic for the sake of creation like Wilbur did. Some of them had 
darker pursuits. And maybe this teacher used Tommy, not warning him of the risks on 
purpose, so that whatever happened benefitted them. 


He didn't bother vocalizing his suspicion to Tommy, because it would only end in pain. 
Whether from the revelation or from the silence mark. It wouldn't help him now to point 
fingers. 


"Whatever the payment is, we'll deal with it. I can help you mitigate the damage. I'm good at 
wiggling out of problems." Wilbur promised, trying to soothe the nerves on Tommy's face. 


It didn't really work. "What could be more payment than what I've already done? I don't have 
anything else." 


Wilbur was a champion of denial of the obvious. "I said, we'll deal with it. Let's take this one 
step at a time. Do you know what a moderate transfer is?" 


"Nope." 


"I'm going to give you a little bit of my magic and see what happens." Wilbur explained, 
gesturing for Tommy to place his palms flat on the counter. "It'll help me figure out if it's 
your core or your system that's damaged. Do you still taste burnt hair?" 


"No, it's better now." Tommy replied. 


"So the hexweed has totally worn off, but you still don't have any sparks." Wilbur held 
Tommy's wrists, thumbs in pulse point, and said, "Breathe." 


"I don't ever stop breathing, idiot." Tommy said. 


Magic transfers were typically never a great idea. The core was more of a pressurized can, 
and trying to release just a little bit wasn't really feasible. It channeled better through wands 
or spells. But Wilbur had never learnt magic using a wand, he'd always been very much one 
with his fingertips. It meant the magic flowed quicker in a moderate transfer. It also meant 
burnt his fingers when he poured some magic into Tommy's core. 


Wilbur hissed and dropped Tommy's wrists, stepping back and clutching his hands to his 
chest. 


"What? It didn't hurt." Tommy said, blinking, sky blue eyes brighter than Wilbur had seen so 
far. 


"Yeah, for you, asshole. I just burnt the hell out of my fingers doing that." Wilbur replied, 
moving to the back room to run his singed skin underneath the tap. 


"I didn't ask you to do that!" Tommy complained at top volume, following. "What the hell, 
man." 


"It's fine." Wilbur said, initial shock wearing off. "I'm fine. I wasn't expecting it, but I 
should've. Are you feeling okay?" 


"I feel like I've suddenly relearned how to breathe." Tommy said, bouncing on his toes and 
shaking out his hands. "Fucking hell, that's like ten energy drinks at once." 


"Yeah, I think I accidently gave you like, most of what I have." Wilbur's fingers hurt really 
bad, actually. Even with the cold water it was kind of intolerable, and it was making his knees 
weak. 


"Oh fuck, is that bad?" Tommy's eyes went sharper, stepping close. 


"Not great." Wilbur admitted, as the room went grey on the edges. "But if it helped, then I 
guess it's fine." 


"We're gonna sit on the ground now." Tommy announced in a loud voice, and that sounded 
like a great idea. Tommy forced him to put his head between his knees and breathe slowly. 
He managed to not pass out by the skin of his teeth. 


"We're not doing that again." Tommy stated, with a thin layer of panic overtop his new manic 
energy. 


Wilbur didn't bother arguing. Instead they waited until he could stand without passing out 
from the sudden drop of magic in his core. Then they had microwaved hot dogs and Tommy 
tried to do some spells. 


"It feels weird." Tommy wrinkled his nose, after he'd managed a good luck spell under 
Wilbur's careful tutelage. 


"Weird how?" 
"Weird." 


Wilbur itched to do a diagnostic spell, but he didn't have any magic to spare at the moment. 
The magical exhaustion was sitting on his chest, pulsing a headache on his brain like it was 
bathing in acid. He said, "Let's not do anymore magic until we figure it out, then." 


Wilbur fell asleep on the couch watching conspiracy theory YouTube videos with Tommy. 
Instead of waking him to relinquish the couch, Tommy took over his bedroom. Wilbur found 
this out in the morning when he got up and saw a puff of blonde hair sticking out of a lump of 
his dark duvet. 


"Rat." Wilbur threw a pillow at the lump as he went by to get clothes from his dresser. 


"You weren't using it." Tommy's sleepy voice replied, a single blue eye peeking out. "Are you 
feeling better?" 


His core was used to constant use, so it would spring back fairly quickly. He could visit the 
ley line to help, but it wouldn't be an issue for long. It was a well stretched muscle. "I'll live. 
How about you?" 


"It's still weird." Tommy replied. 
"Burnt hair?" 
"No, like. A swirly bathtub." 


"Hm." Wilbur stared at the clothes in his dresser and glanced over his shoulder at the child 
still in the same filthy hoodie. That was disgusting to have in his bed, he'd have to wash his 
sheets. Actually, that was shit for Tommy too. "Do you not have any other clothes?" 


"What?" Tommy looked surprised at the sudden change of topic, peeling back the blankets all 
the way. "No?" 


"And you haven't raided my closet yet? I'm surprised." Wilbur baited. 
Tommy rose to the challenge immediately. "I thought you were too tall, so I didn't bother." 


"That's what rolling sleeves up are for." Wilbur rolled his eyes, and shoved a spare towel at 
him while he was at it. "Shower too. Do I want to know the last time you did?" 


"Can't remember." Tommy said, already more awake and cheerful as he helped himself to 
Wilbur's wardrobe. 


"Gross." Wilbur took the shower first, going quick to save hot water, then left the child to it 
as he opened up downstairs. 


Tommy joined him downstairs after the morning rush, hair wet and cheeks flushed, wearing 
Wilbur's jeans rolled at the ankle and Wilbur's black t-shirt, which hung very long but 
otherwise looked at least acceptable. "You're too damn tall." He complained immediately, 
flopping on his stool. 


"There's a clothing store down the street, if I send you with my Visa will you bankrupt me?" 
Wilbur asked. 


Tommy laughed, then rubbed the back of his neck, "You don't have to." 


"You wanna look like a kid playing dress up?" Wilbur asked, wagging the Visa in front of his 
face. 


Conflict warred, but it didn't last long. Tommy snatched the card and said, "Your loss." 


Wilbur sighed as Tommy charged out of Fake Magic and down the street. He had turned so 
confidently in the right direction that Wilbur wondered if Tommy had lived nearby. If he'd 
been a homeless kid that Wilbur had walked past before. 


It made him a little ill to think about, actually. 


Tommy returned with two bags and a receipt. He'd spent just over a hundred dollars, which 
was far less than Wilbur had been expecting. At least now he had socks and underwear, even 
if he only appeared to have otherwise bought fitting jeans, two shirts, and comparatively 
pristine red hoodie. 


It would do for now. Wilbur watched the much cleaner child circle his store, alternating 
between inspecting various magical artifacts and pretending he was very knowledgeable to 
the customers. 


Wilbur closed the shop and locked the door at five, only for it to open again moments later. 


"Do my magical wards mean nothing to you?" Wilbur asked Philza Minecraft, as he let 
himself inside. 


"They tickle." Philza replied. 


"Urgh, you again." Tommy said, voice brave with false confidence. His body posture said 
different, as he retreated behind the counter like it had any measure of protection. 


"Me again." Philza said. "I see you did a moderate transfer." 


"I did, but I haven't had time to analyze the results." Wilbur was still too shaky from 
yesterday to do it himself. "Do you want to see?" 


"I do." 


"I don't." Tommy interjected, eyeing the blonde Enforcer as they approached. 


"Thomas Innit, fourteen years old, born April 9th." Philza recited, reaching the counter and 
bracing his forearms on the wood, tipping his head to the side, curious. "Lived in a group 
home for six years, and you got a rep as a runner. Last home you ran away from was over a 
year ago, and no one had seen you since." 


Tommy's nostrils flared, and Wilbur could see his pulse jumping on his neck from there. He 
said, "Glad you can read, big man." 


Philza huffed. "The good news is that I don't see anything particularly worrying from your 
file. Just like Wilbur Soot said, you're a kid who's gotten tangled up in the wrong places. As 
long as you cooperate, I don't see any reason that shithole of a group home needs to know 
where you are." 


Tommy's eyes flickered in surprise. He said, "You went there?" 
"I don't blame you for leaving. I'm probably more impressed you lasted as long as you did." 
Tommy wrinkled his nose, shoulders dropping, and said, "Whatever." 


"I'm not about to drop a chaos magic time bomb into foster care." Philza straightened up from 
the counter, glancing at Wil. "Shall we investigate?" 


"Come sit, Tommy." Wilbur asked, pulling up the green upholstered customer chair. 
Tommy kept his back to the wall, hands tight at his side. "I don't want him to do it." 


"I'd love to, but," Wilbur held his hand aloft and showed his two person audience how it 
shook. 


"I said moderate transfer, not major." Philza said, lips downturned. 
"I tried, I just can't do anything half-assed, apparently." Wilbur complained. 
"You said you felt better!" Tommy said, accusatory. 


"I do, I'm definitely not going to die." Wilbur said. "However, if we want answers right now 
we need to let the nice Enforcer help us, because I'm not going to be any use." 


"Let's just wait until you're better, then." Tommy said, stubbornly lifting his chin. 
"Do you want me to change my mind about the group home?" Philza asked. 
Tommy visibly wavered. He said, "Don't blackmail me." 

"I should've arrested you two days ago. Don't test my kindness." Philza replied. 
"Wilbur." Tommy said, facing him, the name being an entire statement on its own. 


"I'm not gonna make you do anything you don't want to." Wilbur shrugged. "However, he 
might. So either take a seat or start running." 


"You're bluffing. And I'm very fast." Tommy turned his piercing gaze back to Philza. 
"I can fly." Philza said. 
Tommy's face scrunched up. "Bullshit." 


Philza straightened up and the room darkened as two enormous wings made from shadows 
stretched from his back, then folded back down into nothing. 


Tommy stared, completely silent for a few long moments. Then he blurted, "Can you teach 
me?" 


"Fucking hell." Wilbur turned, covering his face with his hand. 
"Sit in the chair and we'll talk." Philza said, with just the smallest spark of amusement. 
Tommy sat. 


"I'm only here to make sure that you are not a danger to anyone." Philza took out his wand 
and started to weave his own spells, sparks of forest green humming in the air. "So no, I will 
not teach you to fly, I will check on you periodically to make sure you haven't blown 
anything up and that Wilbur Soot is teaching you responsible magic." 


"Wilbur doesn't do responsible magic, I watched him put a haunted doll in a pressure cooker 
earlier." Tommy said, the fucking tattle tale. 


"I'm sorry." Philza paused his wand movements, head turning towards Wilbur. "What?" 


"Okay, it sounds stupid like that." Wilbur raised his hands. "But purification is just a hardcore 
level of sterilization, right? That's why salt works. And as I explained to Tommy," He shot 
the child a glare. "A pressure spell is incredibly complicated to implement in this situation. 
How do you contain it? How do you stop the vessel from bursting? An Insta-Pot already has 
everything you need." 


"I hate that." Philza said. "Did it work?" 
"Of course it worked." Wilbur put a hand to his chest, offended. 


"Where were you trained?" Philza asked, reluctantly returning to his wand weaving in precise 
motions. 


"I wasn't." Wilbur said, uncomfortable. "Homebrew mage." 
"Are you certified?" 


"You won't last long in L'Manberg as a magic seller without Enforcers banging down your 
door if you aren't, so surely you know I am." 


"I'm just surprised." Philza said. "This is quite the busy store, I assumed you were classically 
trained." 


Wilbur snorted, crossing his arms. He resisted rolling his eyes, just barely. 
The two inspected the results of the diagnostic spells. 


"Swirling bathtub makes sense now." Wilbur said, tapping his lip, meeting Tommy's blue 
eyes through an ocean of forest sparks. "You aren't replenishing, just using what I gave you 
and returning to empty." 


"The system can hold but the core can't produce." Philza summarized. "I've never seen a core 
so damaged on someone so young." 


"I'm not young." Tommy said, eyes narrow, but his voice weak. 
"Do you think it's the chaos spell?" Wilbur theorized. 


"Can't know unless we knew what it was." Philza replied, glancing at the 'x' on Tommy's 
throat, who swallowed loudly. 


"Okay, how about the feedback loop I found him in?" 


"Impossible to know." Philza shrugged, cutting the spell off and dissipating the sparks. He 
inspected Tommy curiously, "Maybe you won't be a threat anymore regardless." 


"I'm getting my magic back." Tommy said, chin lifting in challenge. "It's like riding a bike, 
innit?" 


"A better analogy would be it's like the blood in your circulatory system." Philza hummed, 
leaning back. "You are capable of regenerating any blood lost, to a certain extent. Once you 
pass that threshold and the body dies, it is incapable of generating more blood, because it is 
dead." 


"You're saying my core is dead." Tommy echoed, flat. 
"I'm guessing, mate." Philza shrugged. 


"It might be dormant." Wilbur suggested, mentally running through everything he knew 
about the core and the magical system. "Maybe if we stimulate it with magic, it will start to 
generate again. More like an engine. We need to prime with gas." 


"I'm not taking more of your magic." Tommy interjected, surprisingly fierce. 
"My core is fine, I can make as much as we need." Wilbur replied. 
"No. It hurt you. I'm not doing that again." Tommy said, stubborn. 


Wilbur figured he'd cross that bridge when they came to it. "Well, you've got lots for now. 
Let's work with what we have. I'll show you some magical exercises and maybe we'll even 
visit the ley line." 


Tommy had an annoyed expression. He hopped off the green chair and said, "Whatever. Can 
we eat? I'm starving and tired of the Enforcer poking in my system. The wand is all jabby." 


"Jabby?" Philza repeated, amused. 


"Wilbur's is soft." Tommy brushed past them and stomped upstairs. "I'm eating the Eggo's in 
the freezer!" 


Philza watched him go then observed, "You've got your hands full." 
"Yeah." Wilbur agreed. "Sorry about him." 


"It's fine." Philza replied, taking out a card with a phone number on it. "If he gives you too 
much trouble, call." 


"So you can arrest him?" Wilbur said, with more snark than he really should've, even as he 
took the card. 


"Mm." Philza merely hummed. "I'll be back in a few days to see if anything's helped." 
"Lock the door behind you." 


Philza laughed, and left. Wilbur rubbed his forehead silently for a minute before heading 
upstairs to see if there were any Eggo's left. 


He thought for the rest of the evening about a lot of things. What he was going to do about 
Tommy's core, whether or not the Enforcer was going to screw them over, and his mother. 


Homebrew mage. Sitting in her kitchen, listening to the foundational principles in riddles and 
jokes. Techno kicking their feet together under the counter. Her smile when they lit the room 
with yellow and pink sparks. And her frown when he applied for the certification exam. Her 
disapproval when Techno was offered a place in Hypixel. Telling them that she hadn't taught 
them magic so they could monetize it. So they could risk their lives enveloping themselves in 
the dangerous parts. 


Wilbur couldn't sleep. He had refused to move off the couch while he stared dead-eyed at the 
home-renovation show he hadn't been watching, so Tommy had stolen his bedroom again a 
few hours ago. It was three in the morning when he dialled Techno, not expecting an answer 
or a call back, just wanting to shout into the void of his voicemail. 


"Dark house, by which once more I stand. Here in the long unlovely street. Doors, where my 
heart was used to beat. So quickly, waiting for a hand." 


Then Wilbur hung up and thought about Techno instead for a while. He hated loving Techno, 
because loving Techno meant missing him. 


Wilbur was so fucking proud of him he could barely breathe when he thought about it. He 
wanted Techno to succeed more than anything. But he missed him, he missed him constantly 
and relentlessly and he never wanted his twin to know that being away from him was like 


being pulled apart at the seams. Wilbur never dealt well with being alone, and he felt like he'd 
been alone for decades, for eons. 


It would never be fair to ask Techno to give up his dreams, in the same way that Wilbur could 
not abandon Fake Magic. But everyday, it seemed less like it was what he actually wanted. 
What Wilbur really wanted was to take away all options of ever being left alone ever again. If 
only the idea of Wilbur Soot didn't exist to be missed in the first place. 


Wilbur stared at the wall until his phone jumped alive. He watched it ring and considered if it 
was masochism to answer, to remind himself over and over that he loved Techno and he 
missed him and he existed to be missed. 


Then he picked up the phone. Techno said, "A hand that can be clasp'd no more— Behold 
me, for I cannot sleep. And like a guilty thing I creep, at earliest morning to the door." 


"Did you have to Google it?" Wilbur asked. 

"I know Tennyson." Techno scoffed. 

"Oh, I had to. I could only remember the last bit." 

"Doors, where my heart used to beat." Techno echoed. "Are you thinking about Mom, then?" 


"Endlessly." Wilbur admitted to his dark apartment, so weird to be trying to sleep in the 
shadow cast couch, everything different at night. "She loved us, didn't she? I thought she did. 
I really always thought we'd make up. And now we won't." 


"Now we won't." Techno agreed, factual. "I'm pretty sure she loved us. I always felt that was 
where the protests came from. She didn't want us hurt. She didn't want us to use what she 
taught us how we did." 


"I know. But I don't really. Because she killed herself and I feel like it's..." Wilbur couldn't 
finish the sentence, his throat closing. 


"It's not your fault." Techno finished, because he knew, because he was his other half, and 
Wilbur missed him, missed him, missed him. 


Wilbur stared at the ceiling, eyes burning, and admitted in an incredibly small voice to the 
only person he was ever truly honest with, "I want my Mom back." 


Techno didn't reply for a long, heavy moment. Then he said, in a choked, a single, "Yeah." 


They sat in grief for a minute, silent and commiserating. Wilbur wished Techno was actually 
there, for the thousandth time. He wrapped his arms around himself, tight, squeezing his eyes 
and losing the battle against the tears. They stung. 


Wilbur's breath hitched as he swallowed a sob and gave him away. 


"Do you want me to come?" Techno asked. 


Techno would. He would drop everything and be there, as soon as possible and quicker 
maybe if he sprinkled a little chaos magic. If Wilbur asked, Techno would be there. 


But he had the match against Dream soon, which he was surely relentlessly training for. He 
had expectations at Hypixel. He didn't need his brother to run across the country simply 
because he was sad. 


"No." Wilbur replied, even as a primal, hurting part of him cried out. He squashed it, hugging 
his arms tighter. "I just wanted to hear your voice. And know there's someone else sad as me. 
Misery loves company and all that." 


"Wil, don't take this the wrong way, but there's no one ever as sad as you." 
Wilbur barked a hoarse laugh then put his arm over his face. "Yeah, maybe." 


"I could come for the weekend." Techno offered. "We both know you do better with someone 
to harass." 


"No, I swear I'm good." Wilbur cleared his throat, putting life into his voice, even as he didn't 
move the arm covering his eyes. "Don't come." 


A heavy silence. Was it self destruction to beg for the opposite of what he wanted? 


He could sense that Techno wasn't buying it. So he distracted, "I've got Tommy to harass, 
anyway." 


"Have you figured out what he was doing in your store room yet?" 


Wilbur gave a run down of the last few days, then bugged Techno into telling him about his 
practice for the match and Wilbur might've fallen asleep before he hung up properly, listening 
to his twin talk. 
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Chapter 4 


Wilbur was distracted the whole day of Techno's match, arguing with himself over and over 
whether or not he wanted to watch it live. It was parkour, so there wasn't as much physical 
danger as a PVP match. However, it was still incredibly stressful to watch live and not know 
if Techno would win or not. 


As a result, Wilbur was on edge and jumpy. Tommy kept giving him weird looks, from where 
he was doing the same low level strengthening spell over and over. He couldn't summon 
sparks, so Wilbur was improvising with napkins and red crayons. 


"This isn't working." Tommy complained, trying to sharpen the tip of the crayon with his 
nail. 


"Keep trying." Wilbur muttered, wondering if it was late enough for the match to be over so 
he could check. He chewed on his thumb nail, staring at his phone and the Hypixel stats 
waiting to refresh on the page. 


"What's more interesting than me?" Tommy said, taking his phone. 
"Hey! Give it back, gremlin!" Wilbur protested, but Tommy squirmed out of reach. 


"Oh! The Hypixel Championship!" Tommy's whole face lit up. "Is Technoblade competing 
today? Did he win?" 


Wilbur didn't know why he was surprised -- Techno was famous, after all. But it still made 
his heart gallop. "You know him?" 


"Of course!" Tommy bounced on his heels, clutching Wilbur's phone like a lifeline. "He's my 
hero! That's why I wanted to learn chaos magic in the first place! I was gonna try to be the 
next champion, just like him!" 


"Ah." Wilbur said, mouth dry. "Can I have my phone back?" 
"He won." Tommy reported, with a big grin. "But of course he did. He always does!" 


"He always does." Wilbur agreed, wondering if he should tell Tommy that his idol was his 
twin brother. Would it be a good thing? Or a bad thing? It kind of made him sick to his 
stomach to think about, which was stupid. He loved Techno, he was proud of Techno. He 
wasn't ashamed of him, he was just... 


Just terrified that Tommy would abandon him for his much cooler, far more talented brother. 
Maybe. But Techno was in Hypixel, and they were in L'Manberg. 


Wilbur took Tommy for a drive after they closed Fake Magic, getting drive-through 
McDonalds and eating in the parking lot. Wilbur loaded up the match highlights on his phone 


and they watched it together, propped up on the dashboard. Techno did win, but it was close. 
The closest Wilbur had even seen it get. 


"That's so cool." Tommy said, hugging the one knee he had pulled up, eyes sparkling as he 
watched the screen. 


Techno's magic was impressive as always, and it was obvious he'd drilled practice so much it 
had become second nature, effortless. The bored expression on his face as his long pink hair 
whipped around his face, the crown he wore artfully crooked. Tommy was right, it was very 
cool. 


"Yeah." Wilbur agreed, even as his stomach was in knots not from the greasy fries but from 
the excited announcement from the commentators that the two were going to compete in a 
series of games. All PVP style. He nervously pulled on his hair, stimming as he pretended to 
fix it, over and over. 


"Are you worried about him?" Tommy asked, sounding innocently curious. 


Wilbur froze mid-motion, not lowering his hand away from his face, warily taking Tommy in 
with one eye. He said, "Worried?" 


"He's your brother." Tommy said, half question, half statement. 
"How'd you know that?" Wilbur asked. 

Tommy blinked at him. "Is it a secret?" 

"I don't advertise it." Wilbur said. "So how'd you know?" 


"I..." Tommy swallowed audibly, throat clicking. He rubbed the silence mark, the 'x' stark. He 
continued, hoarser, "Someone told me." 


"Who?" Wilbur asked, even though he knew he shouldn't. 


Tommy made a breathless noise, and a flash of panic crossed his face. His lips parted, no 
sound. No air, either. 


"Nevermind." Wilbur felt horrible guilt at pushing. "It doesn't matter. He's my brother, yes. 
And I'm worried, yes. Breathe." 


Tommy flapped a hand at him, wheezing, "I'm trying." 


Wilbur reached over the divider and rubbed his back, feeling his intercostal muscles expand 
as his lungs filled with air. 


"I'm fine." Tommy sat up, voice clearer. "I didn't think that would trigger it. I can't predict it 
sometimes, I guess. It picks stupid stuff to get angry about." 


Wilbur returned to tugging on his hair. There was a heavy sense of foreboding. If he could, 
he'd prod further. But it would only hurt the kid, and he didn't want that. 


However, that didn't mean there wasn't a kernel of suspicion over the already suspicious 
circumstances. Wilbur thought about Tommy's initial reaction to Technoblade, and the 
statement that he was going to try to be like him. Past tense. 


"So what changed for you, then?" Wilbur asked, watching Tommy. The blonde was licking 
the salt off his fingers. 


"Changed for me?" Tommy echoed, meeting his gaze. All the fear from the silence mark was 
washed away as he hunted for more fries at the bottom of the bag. Wilbur handed over his 
extras. 


"You said, before, that you were trying to be more like Techno. But you're not anymore." 


"I wanted to be the next Hypixel Champion." Tommy said, with a smile that was almost 
amused at his previous self. "I thought I could get brilliant at chaos magic and be rich and 
famous. But I don't really want that anymore." 


"Yeah, why not?" 


Tommy shrugged. "The more I learnt about it, the less I really did, I guess. It was just so big 
and flashy, innit?" 


"You didn't really learn chaos magic, though. Maybe if you were properly taught, you'd like 
it." 


"Nah." Tommy replied, flippant. "I've got different goals now." 
"Oh? And what are those?" 
Tommy tapped his silence mark and smiled. 


Wilbur's insides felt cold. It didn't make him want to smile in the slightest. He had a really 
terrible feeling about this whole situation, like he was missing huge, very important pieces of 
a frightening puzzle. 


They finished their food and Wilbur asked if he wanted to go for a drive instead of heading 
straight home. Tommy agreed. Wilbur put his music on with maybe a small bass boosting 
spell, and they drove the streets of L'Manberg as the sun set, as the rain came and went. 


Wilbur hummed to the music. They drove in circles for hours, trading songs. Tommy kept 
trying to suggest things that he couldn't find on Spotify, but otherwise had a pretty good taste 
in music. 


Despite knowing that the fabled Technoblade was his brother, Tommy didn't actually ask any 
questions like Wilbur thought he would. Instead he was far more focused on finding the most 
'pog' song to jam to. They circled the city in a huge loop, following a burning path of 
streetlights and wet slicked roads. It didn't abate his fear of abandonment, but it didn't grow 
either. Tommy was still the same weird kid, despite knowing Wilbur had a much cooler 
brother. 


The two of them were idling at a stoplight when there was a tap on the passenger side 
window. Tommy jumped a mile in the air before swinging around to see a familiar blonde 
standing there in the road with them, two shadow wings tucking away behind him. 


Wilbur swatted the music quieter and rolled the window down, leaning over the divider to 
greet, "Well, get in then, the light is going to change." 


"I'm not--" Philza Minecraft tried to say, but the light turned green. 
Wilbur unlocked the doors. "Better be quick, sir." 


The Enforcer climbed in the back seat, and Wilbur pulled away before he could so much as 
put his seatbelt on. 


"How the fuck did you..." Tommy said, twisting in his seat. 


"I was trying to figure out if the two of you were trying to skip town, but it appears you're 
just driving in circles." Philza replied, forgoing the seatbelt entirely and leaning forward in 
the middle. 


"Duh." Tommy replied. "Have you never gone for a fucking drive?" 
Philza blinked at him. "To do what?" 
Wilbur sighed. "Sad, sad life you Enforcers have, huh? It's for fun, Philza Minecraft." 


In the rearview Wilbur watched his brow furrow. "But you're not going anywhere. You've 
been this way already tonight." 


"You're tracking us?" Tommy complained, slouching back in his chair and crossing his arms. 


Wilbur hummed, making an unhurried left turn, palming the wheel. "Of course he is, Tommy. 
You did commit several crimes." 


Philza raised an eyebrow. Tommy audibly swallowed and said a little more shaky, "Right, so 
why did we let him in our car then?" 


"I'm not leaving the Enforcer on the side of the road." Wilbur laughed. "Part of the deal is 
that he's keeping an eye on us. Unless you want to go to juvie?" 


"No thank you." Tommy's leg jiggled at a supersonic rate. "So, what? You're just watching us 
forever? That sounds boring. Maybe you should get a hobby." 


"I'm not really one for driving in circles." Philza said. 


"Why would you? You can fucking fly, that's so badass. But it's too bad because you're 
driving in circles now." Tommy straightened up, leg still vibrating, but jostled Wilbur beside 
him. "Oh, let's take the Enforcer for ice cream. Is there somewhere nearby that's open?" 


"I'm not--" Philza began. 


"Sure is." Wilbur talked over him, smiling at the weak protest in Philza's voice. 


Tommy put the music back on and harassed Philza about what kind of music he listened to, 
which was apparently none. Tommy considered this a great crime, and soon it was the three 
of them driving in circles around L'Manberg listening to alternative rock with milkshakes. 


It made Wilbur a little light headed to think about, his laughter just a little too high. There 
was swimming in his fingertips and he took them back to Fake Magic before his mania 
crashed the car. 


"You should get out more." Tommy told the Enforcer as they got out of the car, slurping 
loudly on his chocolate milkshake. 


Philza didn't dignify that with an answer, addressing Wilbur instead, "Any changes on his 
core?" 


"We're working on strengthening it." Wilbur reported, flipping his car keys in his hand over 
and over. 


"More like he's got me doing Kindergarten work." Tommy whined. 


"Fitting." Philza said, with a single twitch of his lip. "Maybe next time you feel like going in 
circles you could give me a heads up that you're not actually trying to skip town." 


"If you want to stalk us, you've gotta put the work in. I'm not gonna make it easier for you." 
Wilbur replied. 


"You're testing your luck, mate." Philza said, with a bit of his Enforcer menace. 


Wilbur immediately remembered that this man could ruin their lives, imprison or kill them. 
He realized with a chill that he'd embraced the mania a little too much, and his actions were 
rather reckless. He was putting Tommy in danger by not taking Philza's threat seriously, not 
matter how much he wanted to give the awkward death machine a milkshake. 


"T'll text you next time." Wilbur promised. 

Tommy pouted, but at least he said as they went inside, "Bye Philza Minecraft." 
"Behave, Tommy Innit." Philza replied. 

Tommy gave a jaunty salute. Wilbur waved, hoping they hadn't screwed up too badly. 


His brain started to run endless worst case scenarios of Philza imprisoning them just for 
being dicks, and ended up outside on the balcony having a smoke before Tommy had even 
gone to sleep. The cigarette had a singular moment where everything felt okay, as if nicotine 
was magic itself, before it returned to the rumination loop. How the hell did Wilbur get 
himself into this situation? He wasn't capable of looking after a child, of not doing something 
stupid to get him killed, or to push him away. 


A group of teenagers shot of magic sparks of fireworks down the street. A person shouted, 
annoyed at the bright display. Some birds flocked to a window sill where a girl leaned out to 
give them little treats. Wilbur blew poison into the air and wished he had something kinder to 
give the world than himself. 


When he finished the pack, he reluctantly let himself back inside, expecting Tommy would 
have something to say. Instead, the blonde had pulled apart his spare room, and was sitting in 
the middle of the floor with his guitar. 


"Do you play?" Tommy asked immediately, strumming all the strings at once. 


"I used to." Wilbur replied, heart immediately sick at the sight of his once favourite, still 
stained on the neck from when he'd gotten black nail polish on it. 


"That's so poggers, why'd you stop?" Tommy said, doing another toneless strum. 


There were a hundred nameless and hurting reasons, but the end of the day he'd lost interest 

in anything that gave him joy. So instead it went hidden away in his spare room, out of sight 
and out of mind. He said, "I've been busy with Fake Magic. Were you looking for something 
in there?" 


"Just being nosy." Tommy shrugged, unapologetically honest. "There's mostly boxes." 


"They're Techno's. I'm a glorified storage unit." Wilbur replied, dry. They'd lived together in 
L'Manberg briefly before Techno had gotten his place in Hypixel, and he hadn't been sure 
how long he was going to stay so he'd left a bunch of his stuff with Wilbur. Sometimes he 
looked at the boxes and tricked himself into thinking it meant that Techno was intending to 
come back. Most of the time he pestered Techno to come get his damn stuff so he could use 
that room. 


"Is there a bed under all that crap?" Tommy asked. 
"A futon." Wilbur replied. "Not much better than the couch." 


"Let me be the judge." Tommy handed him the guitar, bee-lining back to the spare room and 
shuffling boxes. 


"Why bother? You've already taken over my bed." Wilbur replied, putting the guitar down on 
the coffee table like it offended him. 


"It's pathetic for a grown man to sleep on a couch his legs are too short for," Tommy called 
back, with authority. "But I'm not going back to the couch either. It's too bright in your living 
room." 


That was fair, there wasn't enough curtains when the sun came up. Wilbur resigned himself to 
Tommy's rearranging of his apartment, moving the boxes to line the wall of the living room 
instead, freeing up the futon in the spare bedroom. 


Tommy brought his pile of blankets and snuggled up on the futon. Wilbur said, sarcastic, 
"Make yourself at home." 


"I will, thank you." Tommy's fluffy blonde hair poked out the top. "This is fine, we'll make 
Technoblade take the couch when he comes to visit." 


Wilbur swallowed against the horrible hope in his throat, like a rock, and said, "He's busy 
with the tournament, he's not about to pop over to L'Manberg. Your new room is safe." 


Tommy scoffed. "Of course he's going to visit, he's left all his shit here." 


Wilbur shook his head, not wanting the child to get his own hopes up that his idol would 
visit. "It's been here for years and he hasn't come back for it. I think he's forgotten about it, 
honestly." 


Stark blue eyes peered out at Wilbur, and the blanket peeled away to show a grumpy face. 
"Why doesn't he visit you?" 


Wilbur turned away, because line of questioning just might make him cry. "I've visited him a 
few times, but he has a perfect streak to maintain. It doesn't matter, we're both adults." 


"But--" Tommy began. 


"I'm not discussing this anymore." Wilbur cut over, fingers itching at his sides for another 
cigarette, wishing he hadn't finished the pack. He grabbed the guitar off the coffee table and 
shoved it behind the rest of Techno's boxes, then went to make a cup of fucking tea. 


Tommy came trailing behind, blankets dragging behind him. He glanced at the guitar, then at 
Wilbur's annoyed stomping around the kitchen. He pulled up the kitchen stool. 


Wilbur waited for him to ask more about the guitar, or Techno, or anything. For a long 
moment of quiet, he could imagine Tommy choosing what to say. 


Then Tommy said, "Are you making tea?" 
Wilbur took an extra mug from his glass windowed cabinets and held it up in offer. 
"Yes please." Tommy replied. 


Wilbur poured the hot water and added milk, stirring and feeling his rumination shift from the 
immediate present to a looming next step. He put the mug down in front of Tommy and said, 
"What are you plans for the future?" 


"Future?" Tommy repeated, like it was a foreign concept. 
"Yeah. Are you going to school?" 

Tommy made a face. "I've done enough school already." 
"You're fourteen." Wilbur pointed out, taking a sip of his tea. 


"I've got a goal to accomplish first." Tommy said. "Then I'll think about school, how about?" 


"Right. The goal you can't tell me about." Wilbur's eyes flicked to the 'x' on his throat. "How 
long until that's done?" 


Tommy merely coughed in response. 
"That's very annoying, you know." Wilbur told him. 


"Tell me about it." Tommy complained, rubbing his throat. "I didn't know it would happen, so 
I thought this whole thing was gonna be a lot easier." 


"There's no point in me asking you what you mean by that, right?" Wilbur said, and didn't 
wait for the answer he already knew. "Why'd you risk it if you had no idea the 
consequences?" There was still the looming threat of a payment needed for a higher being 
sometime in the future. 


"I wanted to help." Tommy said. 


Wilbur scanned his face, seeing the naked earnestness. He wondered if that was the teacher. 
He wondered if the teacher used him, didn't tell him the consequences, and why Tommy 
didn't hate them for it. 


That earnest expression shuttered close, and Tommy took another sip of tea. "Why did you 
open Fake Magic?" 


There was a younger version of Wilbur who felt that this would solve all his problems. That 
had grand illusions of creating something wonderful, that he would find the elusive idea of 
happiness if only he could create a place for it. 


And an older version of Wilbur that knew he would always be himself, no matter where he 
was or what he did. 


"Every conventional magic shop is usually one of two things." Wilbur did not give the 
existential answer, instead he gave the business one. "A tourist trap or a bootlicker. One is 
full of hokey mass produced magical products that are just as likely to blow in your face as 
they are to do absolutely fuck all. The other is sanctioned by all the classically trained mages 
for their perfect, by the book magical solutions that typically don't address the root problem 
and don't actually help. I wanted to see if a Homebrew Mage could hold their own in that 
kind of market, and I think I've done okay." 


"It's really cool." Tommy told him. "For a nerd." 
"Thanks." Wilbur said, with a snort. 


Tommy obviously did think the shop was cool, however, because he spent the whole day 
downstairs with him interacting with customers and working on his own magic studies at the 
counter. Now that he had his own room, he slept until after nine. Then he'd begrudgingly do 
whatever silly task Wilbur was getting him to try to build up his magical strength again. 


Wilbur wasn't about to tell him, but he'd made far less progress than Wilbur had been hoping. 
He was still entirely reliant on the transferred magic from Wilbur. 


Niki had taken a shine to Tommy, encouraging his nonsensical rants about things he knew 
nothing about, claiming it was a good mental break from studying. It meant she stopped by 
more than usual since Tommy normally slept through her morning tea visit, letting herself 
behind the counter with Tommy and generally getting in the way of Wilbur actually doing his 
job. 


Also since Tommy was entirely food-motivated, he talked Niki into heading down the block 
to the coffee shop at least twice already, the two of them returning with a different pastry for 
Wilbur who was actually working. 


He didn't really mind the company. Though it was rather unfortunate that Tommy was 
insistent that they watch Techno's matches live, claiming that he always used to miss them 
because he had no consistent way to watch in the past. Wilbur watched the first PVP match 
between Techno and Dream through his fingertips, and made it only ten minutes before he 
fled to his balcony to have another guilty cigarette. 


Tommy stuck his head out the window later and said, "You can come inside now, pussy, he's 
won." 


Wilbur flipped him off and didn't go inside. Instead he turned his phone over in his palm and 
imagined calling. But he didn't, because he couldn't think of a good poem to put in his 
voicemail. 


Instead, Wilbur laid awake the entire night, staring at the ceiling and thinking of all the 
moments his heart pounded with fear. The clash of magic and swords and Techno's taunting 
laugh -- the performance of a laugh, not his dorky one. 


So Wilbur was annoyed at Tommy for forcing him to watch the match, and especially 
annoyed that the child decided to start singing his tasks at top volume, exasperating Wilbur's 
growing headache. 


The third time Wilbur snapped at Tommy to shut up, Niki said, "Wanna come to my psych 
lecture, Tommy?" 


"Fuck yeah." Tommy dropped the pile of books he was disorganizing. "A real uni class? Are 
you learning about cluts?" 


"That's sociology." Niki corrected, not with any heat. "Do you mind, Wil?" 
Wilbur was so unspeakably grateful for a little bit of a break. "It's your funeral." 


Niki pat his hand sympathetically. "I think he's got a little bit more energy than you today. We 
can hang out for a few hours without too much chaos, I'm sure." 


Wilbur wasn't at all sure, however he was definitely not going to look a gift horse in the 
mouth. Once Niki took the bouncing child further away than the coffee shop down the block, 
Wilbur texted their handler, the wonderful Enforcer Philza Minecraft that Tommy would be 
away from Fake Magic for a short time, and not to call out the big guns. 


Wilbur's headache did not disappear even with the nuisance gone. It was almost as if Tommy 
wasn't the problem at all. Which probably meant he owed him an apology for getting snippy 
earlier. Wilbur sighed, sweeping the hardwood of Fake Magic in preparation for close and 
thinking about how Tommy's enthusiasm had not even flagged in the slightest in the face of 
Wilbur's bad mood. 


Just moments before he was going to lock up, the bell on the door rang. Wilbur turned, 
immediately assuming a blonde Enforcer was coming in to give him trouble about allowing 
Tommy out of his sight. 


It was not. Instead, it was Quackity. 


"Big Q! You're just in time." Wilbur greeted, setting his broom down and gesturing the seller 
to meet him at the counter. "I've got ten minutes, just for you." 


"Perfect." Quackity had a wicker basket on his elbow and set it down with an impossibly 
heavy thunk on the counter. "Because I have something just for you." 


"For me?" Wilbur put a hand to his chest, playing up the flattery. 


"I crossed paths with a travelling merchant." Quackity explained, digging his arm too-deep 
into his wicker basket. "Told me he has a sealed case with no idea the contents, locked with a 
thousand year curse. And I knew exactly who to run to." 


Wilbur was known in magic circles for being the only person who had ever previously 
opened a lock with a thousand year curse. He grinned, excited, because people only locked 
up extremely interesting things with that spell. "You've come to the right place, Big Q." 


The thousand year curse was a stasis spell. Essentially it took an item and placed in a 
thousand years in the future, freezing it in time. The only way to break it was to wait a 
thousand years for the item to be present in reality once again. 


Quackity handed over the case. It looked like a book, with a lock hanging from two 
intertwined clasps. The lock itself was the hallmark grey of the thousand year curse, 
completely inaccessible from the current time. There were no visible seams in the book, even 
as Wilbur tapped around the edges. It was made of some hard material. Wilbur was pleased, 
however, because he could immediately see the same exploit on this item as he had on the 
last. 


"How much?" Wilbur asked. 
"Name your price, let's go from there." 


No idea the contents, Wilbur haggled low with Quackity for ten minutes or so. The argument 
sprung back and forth between the idea that it was worthless to Quackity since he couldn't 
open it himself, and that Wilbur was going to gain something priceless inside. Neither were 
willing to let Wilbur open the case first -- Wilbur in case it was priceless, and Quackity in 
case it was shit. 


Once they finally came to an agreement, Quackity and Wilbur shook hands. Then Quackity 
said, pulling on his suspenders, "Don't ever tell me what's inside if it's good, I don't want that 
sellers regret in my life. Do tell me if it's shit though, I want to rub it in your face." 


Wilbur laughed, giddy at the prospect of a new puzzle. "Sure thing, Big Q. You always bring 
me the best presents." 


Quackity blew him a kiss and left, bell chiming. Wilbur locked the door and took the case 
into the back. 


All he needed was a hacksaw. 


See, the thing about the thousand year curse was that everyone always put so much damn 
effort into the lock, they forgot about the rest of the container. Of course, he'd never reveal 
his secrets, but the last time he broke a thousand year curse lock open, he slammed the hinges 
of the chest with a mallet until they broke and let him slide it open from the side. 


Similar vibe this time. The book was tightly sealed by the lock, but the actual metal 
intertwined to hold it together wasn't included in the curse. Wilbur clamped the book to his 
workbench and sawed the sucker right off. The thousand year lock fell to the floor, forever 
locked for another nine hundred and ninety nine years -- protecting absolutely nothing. The 
book was ready to open. 


Wilbur wasn't an idiot, and while Quackity was relatively trustworthy, random travelling 
merchants weren't. So he ran some diagnostic spells and found no chaos magic inside. No 
magic at all, in fact. When Wilbur pried the edges of the case open, there was a single item. A 
necklace with a yellow amulet, tangled in a knot from all the jostling. 


Wilbur inspected it while he untangled, finding nothing unusual. His curiosity was singing, 
wondering why bother to lock it up in something so tightly contained if it wasn't magic at all. 
Wilbur held it to the light and watched the amber stream through, untouched and normal. 


The amulet remained normal even as Wilbur put it on. No spirits jumped out to attack him, 
no higher being appeared to make a deal. It settled quietly on his chest, the cool metal 
warming to the touch of his skin. It was a nice necklace. So Wilbur tucked it under his shirt 
and cleaned up the mess he'd made with the hacksaw, intending to take the necklace off later 
to see if anything changed. 


Niki returned Tommy about an hour later, the two banging on the side door to be let in since 
he hadn't given Tommy a key. He probably should, if he wasn't really holding the kid 
hostage. 


"We brought you a grape slush." Tommy greeted, thrusting out the large sugary drink the 
moment the door was open. 


"Thank you, Tommy." Wilbur replied, far more charmed than he really wanted to admit. It 
was the same way that Techno showed his care, with personalized food and drink. He'd said 
only once to Tommy that he preferred grape and he'd remembered. 


"In one piece, as promised. We were stalked by an Enforcer but Tommy told me that was 
normal." Niki reported, a little nervous. 


"Did you give Philza Minecraft a hard time?" Wilbur asked Tommy. 


"No, I waved at him and offered him a slush. He flew off." Tommy replied, immediately 
looking over the other trinkets Quackity had sold him, lined up to be priced on the counter. 


"What's that about?" Niki asked, holding her own cherry slush, tongue red. 


"He's just making sure Tommy's not about to become a chaos mage." Wilbur explained, 
because he felt Niki deserved the truth for noticing his bad mood earlier and taking action to 
help. 


"Is that a concern?" Niki asked. 


"Eh." Wilbur and Tommy did the exact same hand-wavy so-so motion, then laughed at their 
synchronization. 


"Technically, I was already a chaos mage." Tommy said, puffing his chest up. 


"You told me yourself you never managed to actually complete a chaos spell." Wilbur 
pointed out. "Gremlin child made some bad choices and now we have an Enforcer watching 
over us all the time." 


"How'd you get pulled into this mess then?" Niki asked, raising her eyebrow. 
"Wrong place, wrong time." 


"More like right place, right time!" Tommy cried, offended. "He gave me burnt hair and I 
didn't die. It was badass." 


"You're simplifying." 
"Only a little." 


Niki snorted, but sobered up to give Wilbur a serious look. "If you guys are in trouble, just let 
me know if I can help, okay?" 


"Thanks Niki." Wilbur was touched, even if there wasn't much they could do other than play 
nice with the Enforcer. "You've been a star today." 


"I'll see you guys tomorrow." Niki grinned, heading back out the way she came. 
The door shut. Tommy said, immediately, "Am I annoying you?" 


"No more than usual." Wilbur heard the dark insecurity in Tommy's tone. "I just had a 
headache. Sorry." 


Tommy didn't reply for a minute. Then he shook his head, and said, "Do you wanna hear 
about Erickson? I heard all about Erickson today." 


"I know about Erickson." 


"Too bad, you're hearing it again." Tommy replied, and launched into an in-depth and almost 
correct analysis of Niki's psych class as they went upstairs to sort their evening out. 


Tommy didn't seem to be slowed by any earlier hesitation. Wilbur forgot to take the amulet 
off. 


Chapter 5 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


With the little progress Tommy was making, Wilbur decided that visiting the ley line was 
probably a good next step. There was nothing as stimulating as being surrounded by 
environmental magic, soaking it up like a metaphorical sponge. 


They followed what was essentially house arrest and texted Philza Minecraft their intent, and 
Wilbur insisted they walk. 


"It imbues the magic slower." Wilbur said. 
"It imbues my legs with sore." Tommy complained. "And you just want to smoke." 


That was true. He had a cigarette hanging from his left hand, making sure to walk on the side 
that keep the wind from blowing it into Tommy's face. "I can have multiple motives." 


Tommy groaned loudly, hanging his head back, hands deep in his red hoodie pockets. "You're 
so weird sometimes." 


"Only sometimes?" Wilbur laughed. 


There were a couple ley lines criss-crossing through L'Manberg. The first was mostly 
covered by paved roads and buildings now, suffocated. The second had a small peak of nature 
in a children's park, the trees humming around a small pond and a slide with a swing set. 


Wilbur gestured for Tommy to take the swing beside him. 
"Are you fucking kidding me?" Tommy asked, jangling the metal chain but not sitting. 


"I never kid." Wilbur smiled around the cigarette before putting it out, long legs drawing back 
and pumping forward. 


"People have definitely peed on this." Tommy said loudly. 

"Don't be a baby and trust me. Sit." 

Tommy sat. He said, immediately, "What good is this gonna do?" 

"Do you feel it?" Wilbur asked, pushing forward with his legs. Kinetic motion. Energy 
introduced into the world through the collaborative circle of protein, muscles, electric signals, 


gravity, and pendulums. 


"The sun is too hot." Tommy said. 


It was. Wilbur took that as an opportunity to ditch his flannel into the play gravel. "Keep 
trying." 


"I don't know what I'm trying for!" Tommy replied, frustrated. 
"You haven't even given it a shot yet." Wilbur was significantly higher on the swing. 
Tommy made a loud sound and spitefully began to kick his swing as high as he could. 


Wilbur wished he could describe it better, but it was more felt. The swing was actually a 
fortuitous thing to be place on the line, because it was a brief moment of contact with the 
ground every time his feet brushed. It felt like a spark, like his toes were licking batteries. 
The sun seemed brighter, the wind smelt sweeter, and the birds sung with a constant, 
unending song from all corners. If Wilbur focused, every time his feet pushed off the ground 
he could snatch just a single moment of draw from the enormous power source below him, 
one push at a time. 


Ley line magic was clean, pure, and very concentrated. Wilbur felt his muscles relax as his 
core hit the upper limit, comfortable and complete. At almost the same moment, Tommy 
rocketed himself off the swing and went rolling into the rocks. 


"Ow." Tommy said. 


Wilbur jumped smoothly, crouching beside Tommy, who was very dusty now. "Do you feel 
it?" 


"Like static electricity, when you rub a balloon." Tommy said. "Except it's not sticking." 
"No?" 


Tommy rolled onto his back and squinted into the too-strong sunlight, starfished. "Do you 
need to invite it in or something?" 


"It's probably his core." Philza Minecraft said, from behind them, leaning casually on the 
swing structure. 


Both boys jumped. Tommy swore creatively and said, "You need a bell." 


"Ding ding." Philza said, with a quirk of humor. "Ley lines will flow easily into you, Wilbur, 
because you have a pure and unbroken core. Tommy does not." 


"I take offense to that." Tommy said. 


"We shouldn't force it, the flow would be unnatural and more likely to burst." Wilbur pointed 
out, straightening up from his crouch beside Tommy, not enjoying looking up at the Enforcer. 
The one thing Wilbur had on the guy was his height. 


"I would like to vote on the 'not-bursting' option." Tommy raised his hand before dropping it 
heavily back into the stones. He did not seem to mind laying on the ground and was making 
no action to move. 


"Ley lines are meant to give, not to be taken from." Wilbur said. "That's how you burst." 
"It doesn't want to give to me. I'm doomed to Kindergarten magic forever." 


Philza Minecraft came closer, looking down at Tommy, face shaded from the intense sun by 
his hat. Sharp blue eyes and a challenging smile. "Are you giving up that easily?" 


Tommy stared back. Then slowly said, "I never give up. Never surrender, I say! The world is 
my oyster and I love shellfish." 


"More of a salmon guy myself." Wilbur said, offering a hand up. "Let's try something else?" 
Tommy said, "Only if you promise I won't burst." 

Well, if he did burst, it wasn't like he'd be around to blame Wilbur. "I promise." 

Tommy took his hand. 


Philza and Wilbur collaborated in trying a few different spells to see if it would coax the ley 
line into lending Tommy some magic. Philza with his wand and Wilbur snapping away 
golden sparks from his fingertips. They moved to sit by the pond when actual children came 
to use the park, Wilbur trying to convince Tommy to dip his feet in the water and Tommy 
loudly complaining of the algae. 


Not the might of the classically trained Enforcer or the wit of the Homebrew mage could 
convince the ley line to willingly give magic into Tommy's damaged core. When they walked 
back in the dark, Tommy had his shoulders down and eyes shaded. 


"We're going to figure it out." Wilbur promised, bumping their shoulders together. 
"I want to believe you." Tommy said, and his face was dark. He didn't believe him. 


Philza Minecraft had flown off from the park, seemingly leaving them to walk home alone, 
though he wouldn't have put it past him to stalk them back to Fake Magic. So when Wilbur 
opened the side door and felt a magical signature inside, he assumed for a minute that Philza 
had followed them back for some unknown reason. 


The Enforcer didn't usually go into his apartment, however, so that really should've tipped 
Wilbur off. He opened the door, a question to Philza on his lips dying the moment he saw 
pink hair going through the boxes lined up on his living room wall. 


"Man, I'd been looking for this." Techno greeted, holding up a small taxidermized squirrel. 


"Technoblade." Wilbur replied, heart thudding too hard. He kind of thought he might be 
dreaming. That he'd wished so hard for Techno to be there and his magic had manifested it as 
reality. Then he decided it didn't matter, and crossed the room in two strides of his long legs 
to swallow his twin in a hug, squirrel and all. 


"Wilbur." Techno rumbled in his ear, amused by the affection and returning it with a 
competitive squeeze that stole all the breath from Wilbur's lungs. He never fucking wanted to 


let go. He let go immediately. 


"What the fuck are you doing here? You have a match against Dream in four days!" Wilbur 
exclaimed, holding Techno at arm's length and giving him a little shake. "I told you not to 
come." 


"Did you ever think maybe I wanted to come? And I wanted to see you too?" Techno replied, 
dry as bone. 


Not really. Wilbur let his hands drop to his sides. In his self-centered world, only his own 
guilt ridden desires existed. 


"Plus I gotta meet the kid." Techno leaned around Wilbur to look behind him. 
"Hello Technoblade." Tommy greeted, in a very reciting voice. 
"Tommy, right?" Techno stepped around and offered his hand. 


Tommy shook it. He didn't seem to quite know what to do with his face, mouth weird. "Yes, 
that is my name. I am Tommy. It is very cool to meet Technoblade, you are very good at 
kicking peoples ass with chaos magic." 


"Uh, thanks." Techno shot Wilbur a look. "I hear you've been playing with some chaos magic 
yourself." 


"Not playing, it was very serious stuff. I am incredibly talented at chaos magic." Tommy said. 
Wilbur immediately snorted. 


"I'm sure you are." Techno said, sarcastic. "Let's keep that to a minimum, how about? Most of 
my chaos magic is actually restricted by Hypixel location based permits, so unless we want 
some Enforcers coming down." 


"More than usual, you mean." Tommy said. 
"I haven't told you about Philza Minecraft." Wilbur realized, slapping Techno's arm. 


"You told me about trying to con an Enforcer into not taking the child away, if that is Philza 
Minecraft." 


"Yes but he is very sad and lonely and we are giving him many fun things to do." Tommy 
explained, with that same voice. It was as if the child completely forgot how to act normally. 


Wilbur wanted to tell him to relax, that Techno was just Techno, but to Tommy he was very 
famous and strong. To Wilbur he was the brother who got a Lego stuck up his nose and 
dropped books in the bath and held Wilbur's hand to cross the road until they were twelve. 


"Is that so?" Techno said, giving Wilbur another look, stacking on the list of things the two of 
them needed to discuss. 


"It's late, bedtime for children." Wilbur decided, looking at his watch. 


"You're not the boss of me." Tommy said, but went to the spare room anyway as he said it. 
"I'm keeping the futon." 


"It's all yours." Wilbur told him. The door shut, leaving the twins alone. 
"Tell me more about the Enforcer." Techno said, following Wilbur to the kitchen. 


Wilbur obeyed, feeling incredibly giddy that Techno was there, physically present. His limbs 
felt like he'd removed weights from them, floaty. He talked about the Enforcer popping in to 
check on them and the help he'd given, especially earlier in the day as the two of them 
collaborated at the ley line to try and solve Tommy's core problems. 


Techno listened and asked intelligent questions, but Wilbur couldn't help but notice that he 
looked exhausted. Leaning his chin on hand, eyes blinking almost too slow. Wilbur made 
them tea, with maybe a small spell or two in. They drank, and then moved to the couch. 
Techno was asleep not long after he sat down, leaning on the couch arm. 


Wilbur was almost too hyped up himself to sleep. Instead he folded a blanket over Techno, 
poking him to lie prone, then stayed up half the night in his room researching various core 
healing methods, hands fidgeting with the amulet around his neck. 


In the morning, Techno slept late, just like Tommy did. So Wilbur was the only one up, 
creeping through the kitchen and through to the shower without waking either of them. Then 
he went downstairs to open the shop and make Niki her morning tea. 


Despite her kind inquiry of his wellbeing, Wilbur did not mention his brother was visiting. 
He felt as if speaking about it would make him vanish, that he'd go upstairs and Techno 
would be gone. 


He wasn't. About mid-morning, the two of them came down together. 


"Have you burnt the place down yet?" Wilbur asked, thinking about Techno the competent 
chaos magic user left alone with Tommy the destructive chaos magic attempter. And also 
maybe wondering if Tommy had traded Wilbur in for the better model yet. 


Techno had a weird expression. "Not yet." 
"I'm going to lick all the crystals." Tommy announced, and went down the shelves. 


Wilbur wasn't sure if he was being serious or not, and decided ignorance was bliss. Instead he 
focused on Techno, "What's with your face?" 


"We have the same face." 
"No, you've got a weird look. What'd Tommy do?" 


"Nothing." Techno said. It was a lie. Techno was a terrible liar. Wilbur leveled him with an 
incredibly flat look. 


"Seriously, don't worry about it. He's just..." Techno shook his head. 


"Yeah." Wilbur said, reluctantly. Unsure why Techno wouldn't just tell him whatever Tommy 
said or did. "He's definitely Tommy. Did he say something off? Should I have a word with 
him?" 


"No." Techno kicked his shin a little. "It's fine. What's the plan for today?" 


"Well, work for me. You can do whatever, considering you gave me zero notice you were 
visiting." Wilbur said dryly. 


Techno looked around Fake Magic. "How hard can it be?" 


"Are you just going to be straight up Technoblade? I'm going to be swarmed with teenagers 
wanting autographs soon." Wilbur asked. 


"It's the hair, isn't it?" Techno said, flipping his long pink braid over his shoulder. "I could 
wear a hat." 


"I don't think a hat will help." 

"A spell?" 

"Because that's less suspicious." 

"Only if you do it. No one ever notices your spell work." Techno said, with pride. 


Wilbur normally soaked up praise like a sponge. It felt weird right now. He still relented, 
"Fine. You're going back to basics, then." 


He charmed Techno's hair back to their natural brown. His twin unfolded his iconic braid and 
went for a more casual bun on the top of his head. 


"There we go. Completely incognito." Techno announced. 


"Gross, you look like a knock-off Wilbur Soot." Tommy announced, coming back to the 
counter with a big handful of crystals. "We should wash these." 


"Can I get a name-tag that says 'knock-off Wilbur Soot'?" Techno asked, amused. 


Wilbur rolled his eyes, privately thinking it was kind of them to pretend that it would be that 
way, instead of Wilbur being the defective clone of a Hypixel Champion. 


Instead Wilbur purified the crystals and talked Tommy through the process, with Techno 
present but seemingly not listening. He had a far off gaze, thinking and tired all at once. 
Wilbur knocked his shoulder as he went by, pointedly. 


"Sorry." Techno said, startling and immediately rubbing his eyes. "I've been practicing a lot 
for these stupid Dream matches. I don't think I've sat down for ten minutes in ages." 


Wilbur was torn between concern at that statement and worry that he was wasting his time 
here. "If you want to go back to sleep, I won't stop you. Are you going to be ready for your 
next match?" 


He wouldn't be able to practice chaos magic here with his Hypixel permit. Else they'd have 
Enforcers on their doorstep again. 


Techno didn't seem too concerned, yawning hugely and leaning on his palm. "I guess we'll 
see. It's hard to get downtime so I just had to make some. Tommy's about to make those 
crystals explode, by the way." 


"Don't waste your magic." Wilbur said, cutting a hand in between the kid's palms to stop the 
spell. 


"But Wilbur," Tommy whined, turning wide faux innocent eyes up at him. "I'm just trying to 
purify like you said." 


"No, you were spell-pumping, which is a terrible chaos user habit where we blast the same 
spell over and over, but never quite to the point of completion, so that when it finally circles 
it leads a multiplied spell effect." Techno said, very dry. "But if you suck at it, then it 
explodes." 


"I just wanted them to be very, very pure." Tommy complained, as Wilbur took the crystals 
away. 


"I would love to have so many words with whoever taught you magic." Wilbur said, 
succinctly. "Do you think you can find something non-destructive to do?" 


"I'm going to convince this customer that dogs have four stomachs." Tommy said, with full 
confidence, and strode down the hardwood to the poor unsuspecting lady browsing his herbs. 


"Aren't you gonna stop him?" Techno asked, amused. 
"People find him annoying at first but then they are usually pretty charmed." Wilbur said. 
"Does that include yourself? I see you've made zero move to kick him out." 


"If I felt he had somewhere better to go, maybe I would. But really we're still trying to figure 
out his core, and there's still that silence mark on his throat." Wilbur explained, well aware 
that he was full of shit. He'd become fond of Tommy and didn't want to go back to running 
this shop on his own. The help was great, even if often counter productive. 


"Have you figured out if he's got anyone who's going to come looking for him?" Techno 
asked next, voice not moving away from the careful wariness. 


"He doesn't seem to think so." Wilbur tracked the exaggerated hand movements of the 
blonde, the huge smile peaking as the lady started to nod along. 


"That doesn't mean there isn't." Techno pointed out. "You're thinking the chaos Mage that 
taught him was negligent and likely dangerous. What if they show up?" 


"Depends, I guess." Wilbur forced himself to look away from Tommy and met his twin's 
eyes. "If they're a problem, then I can be dangerous too." 


Techno didn't look particularly comfortable with that. But he was stopped from answering 
when Tommy dragged the customer to the counter with her purchases, yelling about the 
stomach counts of different breeds of dogs. 


No one seemed to recognize the Hypixel Champion sitting on the stool behind Wilbur's 
counter. A lot of that was context -- no one would expect him to be there, across the country 
in a random homebrew magic shop days before his next hugely anticipated match. The rest 
was the natural brown hair and fact that he was nearly asleep the whole day, content to let 
Wilbur and Tommy run around helping people with the various things they needed. 


The only person who did recognize him was of course Niki, who had more context than the 
average person. She had brought Tommy a keychain of a little sparkling sun from a gumball 
machine, which he immediately wore around his finger like a ring and repetitively flipped in 
his hand. When she came to the counter to give Wilbur the matching moon keychain, she 
stopped in her tracks. 


"Oh, you're... hi." Niki gracefully didn't say his name out loud. 


"You must be Niki." Techno said, straightening up and offering his hand. "Wil's mentioned 
you a bit." 


"You too." Niki shook his hand, giving a sweet smile. "Though I wasn't expecting you to be 
here. Did something happen?" 


"I'm just checking in." Techno shrugged. 


"He's worried about me since our mom died." Wilbur filled in, annoyed. "Which I've told him 
a hundred times that I'm fine." 


"It's nice to meet you." Niki ignored his comment. "I'm sorry, I don't have a keychain for you. 
I only had two quarters." 


"I'll probably survive." Techno said. 


Tommy waved Wilbur over to help with a customer asking actual questions he could not 
answer. When he returned to the front counter, Techno and Niki were discussing in quiet 
voices that shut up the moment he got close. 


"Are you conspiring against me?" Wilbur asked, pretending to be light even as his heart sunk 
in his throat. The absurd, constant fear that he would be replaced. It wasn't fair to Techno. He 
felt it every single time anyway. 


"Never." Niki said, smiling with all her teeth. "I'm gonna be late for my next class, but it was 
great to chat with you, Techno." 


"You too." Techno rumbled. 


Niki blew them both a kiss, waving with her fingers, and detoured briefly to give Tommy a 
noogie before she actually left. 


"We were collaborating, not conspiring." Techno told Wilbur, calm. Because he knew that 
Wilbur would be anxiously coming up with worst case scenarios. 


"That's worse." Wilbur joked, bonking their shoulders together. The terror did not listen to 
reason. 


Techno bumped their shoulders again in reply. Wilbur tried to convince himself to stop 
looking for trouble where there was none. His pounding heart did nothing to help this 
endeavour. 


After Wilbur closed Fake Magic for the day, the three of them discussed what to do for 
dinner. Techno still looked exhausted, so Wilbur didn't feel a loud restaurant would be the 
best idea. Instead they ordered pizza, and Tommy got bored of listening to the twins discuss 
in depth magical theory, eventually giving up and watching videos without them on the TV. 


It was just so fucking good to sit and talk with Techno without a deadline. It had probably 
been years since they'd actually spent solid time together. Usually it made Wilbur bubble with 
joy. But for some reason, there was a shadow over the interaction, like there was a clock 
ticking, like it wasn't real. Wilbur looked at Techno sitting across from him and the feeling in 
his chest was breathless, was suspended, was something a little scary and uncertain. 


He'd wanted Techno there so badly, why did he feel this way now that he was there? Like he 
wanted to take his brother by the shoulders and push him out the door? Like he wanted to 
scream until he was left alone? 


Whether or not Techno noticed it was hard to say -- the heavy tiredness weighed him down 
consistently. Wilbur's two houseguests slept on, while Wilbur himself found sleep elusive. 
Instead he laid awake running over everything he'd said over in his head over and over. 


Techno returned to Hypixel the next day. He gave Tommy a companionable clap on the 
shoulder, while the kid stared at him with huge blue eyes. "Aim for contained explosions 
only." 


"Yes Technoblade." Tommy said, in a reciting voice. 
Techno chuckled, and turned to offer Wilbur a quick hug. It made his chest burn, painful. 


Wilbur let go, throat scorching, and he wanted to tell Techno how he felt, that everything was 
wrong, that he had no music in his mind, that he had all these horrible feelings and no where 
to put them, that he thought maybe something horrible was happening and he was powerless 
to stop it. And then Wilbur opened his mouth and said, "Sophocles long ago heard it on the 
Ægean, and it brought into his mind the turbid ebb and flow of human misery." 


"We find also in the sound a thought, hearing it by this distant northern sea." Techno replied, 
and it was so much better to be able to see the look on his face as he recited the poetry. It was 
so much better, why didn't it feel better? 


"What the fuck is that?" Tommy asked. 
"Dover Beach." Techno and Wilbur said together. 
"That's the big cliffs, innit?" 


"And a poem by Matthew Arnold." Techno elaborated. "You should ask Wilbur to recite you 
some poetry, we've got hundreds memorized." 


"Why?" Tommy asked. 


Techno snorted. He didn't answer, instead socking Wilbur in the shoulder one more time and 
grabbing his stuff. "See you soon." 


"Good luck." Wilbur wished, without hesitation, but also not with any magical intent. He'd 
surely get caught for cheating, this wasn't a school class, it was a competition. 


"Bye!" Tommy called, waving. Techno waved back and left them alone. 
"Can you recite me poetry?" Tommy asked, immediately. 

"No." Wilbur said, throat tight. 

"Why not?" Tommy whined. 

Wilbur didn't have a good answer. "We've got a shop to run." 


Wilbur wasn't quite sure why he said no, because in the past if someone asked him to recite 
poetry he'd already be standing on a table. What was different? It felt like rope slipping 
between his fingers, dangerous friction. It felt like a guitar shoved out of sight. It felt like a 
burning in his chest. 


When Techno left again it felt like a part of his soul walked out the door. But that wasn't fair, 
because the whole time he was there it was a pressurized panic. He couldn't stand for Techno 
to leave and he couldn't stand for him to stay. Was it guilt? 


He felt distracted, and tired, but he couldn't sleep. Instead he worked, and tried to teach 
Tommy how to be a halfway decent mage. This was hard as a lot of it involved unlearning 
horrible habits taught to him in the past. And with no further ideas on how to help Tommy's 
core cope with new magic, Wilbur was ashamed to admit that he was losing his enthusiasm 
on fixing it. 


Tommy noticed. He'd taken less to trying Kindergarten spells and more to making a nuisance 
of himself reading all kinds of spell books that he shouldn't. It was like he was looking for 
something, the way he'd scour the pages. His only distraction was Techno's newest match 
against Dream, which Wilbur spent the entirety of sitting on the balcony smoking and 
listening to Tommy shout excitedly at the TV. Techno won. Wilbur couldn't stop the burning 
feeling in his chest, something that felt like he was losing. 


Philza Minecraft came to visit during normal working hours for once, coming in the unlocked 
front door and smelling of distant magical explosions. 


"Woah, what did you blow up?" Tommy greeted, racing to the door to meet him. 


"You are far too familiar with the signs of magical combustion." Philza replied, hands 
placidly folded. "I was busy at work and realized you haven't caused trouble in over a week 
so I became concerned I missed something." 


"Technoblade made me promise I wouldn't put Wilbur in any danger." Tommy announced, 
annoyed with it, and the statement made Wilbur's heart skip a beat for more than one reason. 


"What have I said about announcing who my brother is in public?" Wilbur interjected, 
standing behind Tommy and holding both his shoulders. 


"If Philza Minecraft, the best Enforcer in the world, didn't already know Technoblade was 
your brother, then I'll eat my socks." Tommy said, leaning back into the touch. 


"Your socks are safe." Philza said, lip twitching. 


It wasn't a huge leap considering Philza knew Wilbur's name without ever being told, but it 
still made Wilbur twitchy to have the connection between them. 


"Do you know any other Enforcers to make that comparison?" Phil continued. 
"Only ones who were dicks to me." Tommy replied. 
"Naturally. And no luck on your core?" Philza inquired to Tommy, pulling his wand out. 


"No." Tommy tensed a little as Philza ran diagnostics, but otherwise didn't move, staying 
close to Wilbur. "I'm almost out of magic from when Wilbur gave me all his." 


Was he? Wilbur hadn't even noticed and felt guilty about that too, dropping his hands from 
Tommy's shoulders and stepping around to face him. "Do you want more?" 


"I already told you I didn't." Tommy said, brow scrunched. "So we'll just have to figure 
something else out." 


"I'm sure there's something we haven't tried." Philza consoled, without much concern in his 
voice. "I was thinking about a particular test, if you're interested." 


Wilbur watched the two blondes take over his working corner, as Philza lit up the connection 
points of Tommy's magic system and watched as he did a small spell to see if there was any 
clogs or stalls. Wilbur felt useless and helpless and stuck to assisting any customer who came 
in the door. 


With no obvious luck, Philza left before close, tipping his hat. Tommy returned to his stack of 
books he was flipping through at top speed, obviously not getting more than a fraction of the 
contents. 


Wilbur was lost in his own head, chest burning, thumbing the amulet under his shirt as he 
closed up shop. Then he realized after he locked the door, far too slowly, that Tommy was 
staring blankly at the page, a stream of tears down his cheeks with every silent blink. 


Wilbur approached carefully, picking up the green upholstered chair and flipping it around in 
front of Tommy, slinging his arms over the back. He said, quietly, "Toms?" 


"I'm really scared about the payment thing." Tommy admitted, throat visibly jumping with his 
pulse and his shaky swallow. 


"Oh." Wilbur said, aching. "I told you we'd figure it out." 


Tommy shook his head, letting his hair hang in his eyes and shadow his face. "But the... the 
more I read about it, they don't... they don't really give you options. They just take. And I... I 
fucked myself over, didn't I?" 


"I won't let that happen. We'll deal with it together." Wilbur promised with the false 
confidence of someone who had no idea what was being asked of them. He had no idea what 
Tommy had done. He could promise until blue in the face that he would fix it, but at the end 
of the day he didn't know if he could. All he saw was a scared kid and the pounding desire to 
fix it, no matter the cost. If it was even a cost Wilbur would be capable of giving. 


Tommy sniffed and turned to rub his snotty nose on his red hoodie sleeve, swiping irritably. 
He muttered, "We can't let it get taken back." 


"Let what get taken back?" 


Tommy twitched, and visibly pushed through it, "What I earned. You have to promise me that 
more than anything, we have to keep what I earned. No matter what." 


Wilbur didn't waste either of their time asking what he'd earned when it would only close his 
throat. He scanned Tommy's pleading face, huge red-rimmed blue eyes, begging him to 
promise. With the same amount of false confidence as before, he said, "Okay, Toms. I 
promise." 


Chapter End Notes 
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Chapter 6 


Chapter Notes 


See the end of the chapter for notes 


Wilbur was used to getting up with only a little sleep. 


For years the promise of customers waiting for him downstairs in Fake Magic propelled him 
out of bed for Niki and the nice voodoo lady and the enby who was trying to spell their cat 
into stealing for them. 


Growing up, Wilbur used to call himself a part time Mage and a full time insomniac. The 
lack of sleep wasn't new. 


The failing to actually get up was new. Wilbur felt completely off, like everything was 
wrong, and it was asking too much to peel back the blankets and face the world. Instead he 
stayed there, willfully ignoring the time, ignoring the terror, letting it into his sink and live 
there. He needed to open. He couldn't move. 


Tommy always slept in. At around nine, he heard the kid creak the spare room open and pad 
across the apartment, bowl filling with cereal. And a slow stop. Footsteps towards Wilbur's 
door. 


"What the fuck, are you sick?" Tommy asked, knocking. "It's like, ten after nine." 
Wilbur didn't answer, too busy being pissed off at himself and also bone deep exhausted. 
Nerves wove around Tommy's voice. "Wil?" 

He should answer. 


"You better be fucking dressed, I'm coming in." Tommy announced, tone shaken around his 
bravado. 


For a moment, Wilbur considered flinging a locking spell at his door. But that would involve 
moving. A peak of sunlight as the door opened from the windows in the living room, haloed 
behind a barefoot Tommy in a pair of Wilbur's rolled up sweat pants and his constant red 
hoodie. 


"What the fuck?" Tommy repeated, feet sticking to the floor as he got closer. He 
unceremoniously put his hand on Wilbur's forehead. "Oh, you're warm. I'm going to fill your 
bed with ice." 


Wilbur had no idea he was warm, he'd been feeling like that for a while. Like he was burning 
up from the inside-out, and it had just become normal. Tommy trotted away and came back 
with a Ziplock bag filled with ice cubes from the freezer, wrapped in a paper towel. 


Tommy pressed the bag carefully on the back of his neck. He said, "You're an idiot, hold this. 
I'm gonna go put a sign up that you're not opening today." 


Slowly, as the cold seeped through and hit his deliriously hot skin, Wilbur raised a hand to 
hold the ice against his neck. Tommy left again, muttering to himself. 


The ice felt really good. He moved it to press against his flushed cheeks, then directly on his 
forehead. It felt like brain freeze and he switched back to his neck. 


He was stupidly tired. It had been days since he'd actually slept properly. But that growing 
crackle in his chest was impossible to stifle long enough to sleep, so either he'd stare at the 
ceiling or he'd get up and do a million pointless projects until it was morning and time to do 
the horrible, unending slog of existence again. 


Tommy returned, now in jeans, bringing his bowl of cereal and slurping it in the doorway. 
"Okay, I put a sign up that says you accidentally teleported to Jupiter and people will need to 
sort their own shit out for a day." 


"You did not." Wilbur said, quietly horrified. 


Tommy flickered a triumphant smile around his spoon of Froot Loops. "He speaks. You're 
right, I just said you're closed due to unforeseen whatever. Circumstances. Do you want some 
cereal?" 


"No." Wilbur's stomach hurt. He moved the ice to his hot face again. "Thanks." 


Tommy shrugged, trying to look undisturbed and failing. He turned away, crunching sugary 
cereal, and said, "I'm borrowing your wallet." 


"Take my spare key, it's in the drawer under the microwave." Wilbur said, waving a hand and 
swallowing himself back into the blankets with his ice. Tommy shuffled around out in the 
living room, having left his door open like the brat he was, and left a few minutes later after 
clinking his bowl into the sink. Wilbur should've been more concerned at giving him free 
range with his wallet, but knew Tommy bought only the bare minimum for himself when 
given his credit card and a clothing store. 


Tommy returned with a drug store bag filled with ice packs, fever reducer and Gatorade. The 
ice packs needed time to get cold, but the fever reducer Wilbur took right away. Then he laid 
in bed, thinking weird thoughts alone for a few hours. 


It didn't feel like a fever, was the thing. So Wilbur wasn't particularly surprised when the 
meds had zero effect. It felt more like he was internally combusting, like his chest was caving 
in on itself. 


Tommy did not like that the heat only grew as the day went on, ice packs melting almost 
instantly to the touch. He had a dark frown and said, "Where's your phone?" 


"Somewhere." Wilbur refused to move his arm off his burning eyes. 


Tommy muttered annoyed things and hunted for it through his clothes discarded on the floor. 
He said, "What's your passcode?" 


Wilbur recited the four digit code for the birthday he shared with Techno. 


Rapid tapping. Wilbur got a little more cognition and sat up on one elbow, "Who are you 
texting?" 


"Guess." Tommy said. 

"Techno?" 

"I wish, but no, he's too far away to help." 
Wilbur sighed. "Philza Minecraft." 


"Your magic feels weird." Tommy stated, defensive and loud, clutching the phone to his 
chest. "He'll know why." 


Wilbur didn't particularly want Philza Minecraft to see him like this, but it was too late, the 
text was sent and the Enforcer would be there soon. 


What they didn't expect was that by summoning instead of randomly showing up as per 
usual, it meant that Philza was off-duty and appeared in the doorway not in his Enforcer get- 
up, but civilian clothes. 


"Bro." Tommy said, disappointed. 
"What?" Philza replied, hands out. 
Tommy pointed at his dad-jeans. 


"They're comfy." Philza defended, stepping into Wilbur's bedroom and visibly wincing. 
"Fuck me, mate. What's happened to you?" 


"Dunno." Wilbur watched Philza crouch beside him and wave his wand, diagnostic spells and 
sparks lighting up the room. Tommy stood at the end of the bed and wrung his hands 
together. 


"What is that?" Philza asked, frowning. 


Wilbur tried to inspect the spell from the opposite side, having trouble inverting it. That was 
because it was already inverted. A negative article. 


Ah, shit. When Wilbur put the amulet on in the first place, he had been confused that it had 
zero magical signature. He didn't think of a void. The heat in his chest immediately became 
clear that it was coming from the pendant pressing against his skin. 


"Do you have a spell-sucker on you?" Philza asked, tweaking his diagnostic spell and leaning 
closer, since he didn't have the obvious answer that Wilbur did. 


Incredibly obvious, in fact, that Wilbur was reluctant to admit to the room the extent of his 
own terrible decision making. But he automatically reached up to touch the necklace when he 
thought of it, and Philza was far too smart not to track that movement. 


"Are you wearing one?" Philza asked, dropping his wand and letting the forest green sparks 
vanish into thin air. 


"Mmm. I'm not sure what it is." Wilbur reluctantly admitted, tugging the chain and revealing 
the amber amulet swinging from his fingers. 


"Then why the hell are you wearing it?" Philza asked, which was an incredibly good question 
that Wilbur wished he had a good answer for. Something other than curiosity and self 
destructive tendencies. 


Wilbur let the question go unanswered, lifting his head and pulling the amulet off. It was 
practically singing with heat, the amber scorching hot. 


"I wouldn't touch it." Wilbur advised, feeling some of that tension immediately wash away, 
the pit of fire in his core quieting. 


"What is that?" Philza leaned closer to inspect it, head tipping. "I've never felt anything like 
it. It's not chaos magic but it's not..." He drew his wand up and started to cast spells again. 


"Yeah, I really don't know." Wilbur said, weakly. His hand was starting to tremble. 
"Where did you find it?" 

"Inside a thousand-year locked case." 

"And you put it on?" Philza demanded. "Without knowing what it did?" 

"I tested it first, I didn't sense any magic." Wilbur protested, because he had. 


"Yeah, so you call it a write off and throw the thing away. You don't put the thing someone 
locked in a thousand-year case around your fucking neck." Philza snapped. "Give it to me." 


"No." Wilbur jerked his hand away. "I was just curious what it did. Obviously the answer is 
nothing good. So I'll deal with it. Tommy, can you get the Insta-Pot?" 


"Yup!" Tommy said, with obvious relief, bolting from the room. 


Philza didn't look pleased at all. "What was the game plan here? You were just gotta let it fry 
you?" 


"I wasn't thinking it was causing the heat." Wilbur shrugged. "As I said, it had no magic. I 
didn't think it was doing anything." 


"And someone locked in that case for what? Fun?" 


"Maybe?" 


Tommy returned with the Insta-Pot. Wilbur got up, dragging his feet, but placing the amulet 
inside and sealing it shut. They plugged it in on his desk and set it to high. Then Wilbur let 
the sucker purify. 


"Problem solved." Wilbur said, clapping his hands. "I feel better already." 


Tommy stomped over and felt his forehead again. But the fight left his shoulders 
immediately, and he turned to Philza and said, "Yeah, he does. It was like molten before." 


"It's already going down." Wilbur gave them a weird smile. "Sorry to call you all the way out 
here for something I could apparently solve in ten seconds if I was thinking straight." 


Philza was scanning his face, unanswering for a second, then carefully said, "It's fine." 


"We should eat, you haven't eaten all day." Tommy interjected, stepping between the two of 
them. "I can make Pizza Pops." 


"What are those?" 


"You've never had a fucking Pizza Pop?" Tommy said. "What do you do when you're off- 
duty, stare at a wall? Watch paint dry? Let's get this man a fucking Pizza Pop." 


"I do things." Philza protested, following Tommy out of Wilbur's bedroom. After a moment 
staring at the hissing Insta-Pot, Wilbur followed, regaining feeling back into his fingers. 


"Like what?" Wilbur asked, taking a stool and content to let the child try and wrangle the 
microwave on his own. 


"I study magic." 

"That's work." Wilbur pointed out. 

"Lee fly?" 

"For not work related things?" Tommy challenged. 

Philza frowned. "Well, work is very important." 

"So are pockets of hot cheese." Tommy threw three in the microwave at once. 


Tommy dragged Philza around the apartment, setting him up with the pocket of hot cheese 
and putting on conspiracy theory YouTube videos that had him squawking at the 
inaccuracies. Wilbur was still half a world away, ignoring the hot cheese and instead taking 
ages to drink a cup of tea. 


Philza sat on the edge of the couch like he'd never seen a comfortable chair in his life. Wilbur 
experimentally poked his with his toes until he sat back, and smirked into his mug when 
Philza's shoulders finally made it down from around his ears. 


Philza talked about stunts that someone could theoretically do with the shadow wings and 
that led down a path of homemade videos of people jumping off buildings into flips and 
glides. At which point Philza wrestled the control away and instead got a compilation of 
flying fails as more of a cautionary tale. 


Wilbur enjoyed it, even though his mind was elsewhere. The heat cooled off like he'd been 
dropped in a vat of ice. Soon all of the artificial fever swept away and left a chill. A brutal, 
unforgiving cold against his skin. Wilbur clutched the tea with aching fingers and thought 
that it probably wasn't a good sign. He didn't say as much to the two blondes arguing on his 
couch. 


Tommy went to bed eventually, after splitting his face with yawns for a while. Philza didn't 
get up right away, turning his attention to Wilbur. 


"Is it better?" Philza asked. 


"I'm definitely not hot anymore." Wilbur evaded, and attempted a reassuring smile. "Sorry for 
being so stupid." 


"You better be." Philza replied, nudging Wilbur's toes with his leg. "Do you want me to take 
the necklace away?" 


"Nah, it'll be fine." Wilbur shrugged. 


"Are you sure?" Philza looked like he might turn on the casualness of their interaction and 
push his position as Enforcer to take them. 


But he had the man in dad-jeans relaxing on his couch as they watched compilation videos on 
YouTube. There was little pretending now that Philza was going to follow through with any 
threats. "I have little intention to repeat that experience, Philza." 


"Then you shouldn't care if I take it away, mate." Philza pointed out sensibly. 


Wilbur couldn't explain why he didn't want him to, so he cast his mind out for a reasonable 
explanation that would cover his irrational desire. He settled on, "I don't want to get rid of it 
until I'm sure I don't need any of it to reverse any nastiness." 


"Fair enough." Philza said. "Though I could certainly hold onto it for you and give it back if 
you needed." 


Wilbur's stomach squirmed for some reason. It was really not a good sign. He tried again, "I'll 
give it to you once I've researched a bit more, how about?" 


"I'll hold you to that." Philza let it drop finally, grabbing his hat off the back of the couch and 
standing up. He stopped before stepping too far and said, "I don't know if Tommy's core is 
ever going to recover." 


"Me either." Wilbur admitted, much quieter. Tommy had been yawning his head off, but there 
was always a chance he was still awake in the spare room. "I've been expecting more 
progress this whole time and there's been none." 


"He's not helpless, the transfer works. But there's just zero production going on and nothing 
seems to help." Philza's nose wrinkled. "I can't imagine losing your magic like that." 


Philza grew up in the classically trained world, where magic was the be-all, end-all. So much 
of your status and worth depended on your skill and discipline in magic. Judging by how 
hard Philza worked and the amount of serious effort he put in, he'd internalized a lot of that. 


"If that's what it is, we'll find other things he can do." Wilbur replied. "It's not the end of the 
world." 


"I guess." Philza allowed, not sounding particularly confident. He put his hat on and said, 
"Do you need anything else, mate?" 


"No. Thanks for coming." 
"See you soon." 


Wilbur chuckled. He didn't bother getting up to let Philza out, knowing he'd lock up behind 
himself. Then he did what he'd been dreading the whole night and returned to his room, 
where the Insta-Pot was sitting on his desk, the display screen lit up to indicate it had 
completed its cycled and released the pressure. 


Wilbur held his breath and lifted the lid. Then he slowly looked inside. 
The amulet was completely untouched, glowing the same amber as before. 
"Uh oh." Wilbur said, heart sunk to his toes. 


Wilbur didn't have much better luck with sleep, laying underneath his duvet and shivering. 
The night seemed to last for eternity, thinking about the necklace. If he put it back on, would 
the chill in his bones disappear? Would he be warm again? 


All the embarrassment of having been caught making bad, self destructive decisions kept 
Wilbur from putting it back on, but he stared at the glint of amber the whole night, consumed 
with thoughts of it. Trembling with the chill. In the morning, he opened Fake Magic, and 
brushed off the concern for his well being. Niki told him he still looked awful. He felt awful, 
so he gave a self conscious smile and shrugged. 


It didn't get any easier from there. It was like someone took all the energy, all the strength, 
and any amount of care that Wilbur had and sucked it from the marrow in his bones. 


Tommy hated it. He started to drag Wilbur around out of bed, trying to convince him to eat 
and watch and go for walks, which sometimes worked but other times Wilbur just ignored 
him, cold. Frozen. 


Wilbur lasted four days before he had to cave. The cold wasn't going away, every second felt 
like it was getting worse, the creak of his stiff fingers. If he put the amulet back on and the 
cold went away, then it was fine. It would be fine. 


Unable to take another second of the chill, Wilbur put the necklace back on and relaxed as his 
body finally swept the chill off. Finally let him breathe past the tremble of his diaphragm. 


Wilbur felt like he could finally think again, just for a moment. He had an intense moment of 
clarity that he was fucking screwed, before the heat ramped up and almost took him out at the 
knees. 


Right. The heat. He tried to take it off, and couldn't seem to lift his arms high enough to do 
so. His mind scrambled with the sudden intense pressure of high magical temperature. 


This was a terrible idea. Wilbur lowered himself to the floor, shaking all over, and called, 
"Tommy!" 


The kid had gone to his room a while ago, so he might be asleep. He wasn't. Across the 
apartment, the door opened and Tommy called back, unsure, "Wil?" 


"Come here please." Wilbur responded, raising his voice to be heard through his shut door, 
rasping. 


"Fuck." Tommy muttered, footsteps quick, pulling the door open and stopping. He said, 
incredulous, "Are you wearing that fucking necklace again?" 


"I can't get it off." Wilbur admitted, shame and fear. "Go grab the dish gloves." 
"Why the fuck?" 
"Listen to me, please." 


Tommy threw his hands in the air and stomped away to get the gloves. He was shaking 
himself when he returned, holding the yellow rubber gloves. "What do you want these for?" 


"So you can grab this without being caught by it too." Wilbur said, steady as he could 
manage, wanting to be calm. It wasn't quite working. "Once you take it off, I want you to 
wrap it in the glove. Okay?" 


"Why'd you put it back on?" Tommy demanded, crouching beside Wilbur and inspecting the 
chain. 


"Just get it off." Wilbur said, not willing to admit. Tommy grumbled, fiddling with the clasp 
wearing bulky gloves, but getting the thing off. Immediately Wilbur could breathe again, the 
pressure gone, and the heat sweeping off his skin. Seconds later, the chill returned. Fuck. 


"Inside out." Wilbur advised, sounding a little haunted, getting Tommy to invert the glove 
and trap the burning necklace inside. He held out his hand for it. 


"You didn't answer my question." Tommy said, not giving it over. 


"To see what would happen." Wilbur said, oversimplifying. He'd specifically had wanted to 
see if what would happen was his chill receding. It had, but the original problem returned. 


Couldn't live with it, couldn't live without it. Wilbur was truly fucked. 
"I thought you purified it." Tommy said. 


"Didn't work." Wilbur sighed, rubbing his forehead. The cold was right down his middle, 
horrible and thick. "Give it back, I need to find a way to neutralize it." 


"No." Tommy said. 


Wilbur looked at the kid. He had a quiver to his mouth and a thick furrow between his brows. 
He wasn't going to budge. 


"It's dangerous." Wilbur told him. "You're not keeping it." 


"You can't, it hurts you and it's got some mind control bullshit on you that made you put on 
again even though it hurts you." Tommy said, loud. Scared. "I'm going to throw it in the 
ocean." 


"That's not a great idea either, unfortunately." Wilbur was going to have to admit what was 
going on or else Tommy was going to go behind his back and dispose of it. "It's... messing 
with me. When I'm not wearing it. So I'm concerned if we get rid of it before we fix the 
problem, I might be..." 

"Shit." Tommy looked at the ball of rubber and clenched his hands into fists. 

"Yeah." Wilbur agreed, tiredly. "So. Guess it's time for some more research." 

"Philza Minecraft didn't know what it was." Tommy said. "What about Technoblade?" 

"I am absolutely fucking not telling my brother about this." Wilbur said, horrified. 

"Why not? He knows everything." 

"He knows a lot." Wilbur agreed. "But not everything." 


"But more than most!" Tommy whined. "He could help!" 


"I don't want to worry or distract him." Wilbur shook his head. "We're not telling him. I'm 
going to ask around and see if anyone knows anything, get some more books. Okay?" 


Tommy didn't look happy. He looked really upset, actually. 


"Why'd you..." Tommy shook his head, stopping. He knew Wilbur wasn't going to give a 
straight answer. "I think you should tell Technoblade." 


"I said no, Tommy." Wilbur put his foot down. "Let's put the necklace somewhere it won't 
hurt us but you'll hear if I go get it, okay?" 


"Where?" 


Hm. "Microwave?" 


Despite his obvious upset, Tommy laughed. They put the rubber ball in the microwave, an 
old thing unable to be opened without a loud fanfare. 


"What would happen if I turned it on?" Tommy asked, staring at the microwave. 


"Considering my Insta-Pot did fuck all, and it's metal, probably just break the microwave.' 
Wilbur replied. 


"Boring." Tommy said, as if exploding a microwave was any way boring. It came out all 
wrong, with Tommy sounding rather stressed. 


Wilbur caught himself staring longingly at the microwave. Tommy caught him too, and asked 
in a quieter voice, "What do you mean, it messes with you when you're not wearing it?" 


Wilbur didn't want to unload his problems onto a child. "I miss it." He tried to sum up in the 
lamest way possible. 


Tommy didn't like that answer, face contorting. "That's fucked up." 
Wilbur gave a pained laugh. "Well, yeah." 


Tommy took him by the arm and dragged him away from the microwave. The cold was living 
inside him, a new home in his cells and taking over. Did it really matter if the amulet made 
him too hot? What was the worst that could happen? Wasn't it better than the aching cold? 


The cold made it hard to focus. Tommy brought over some advanced books to study, but 
Wilbur just stared at the pages. He knew that the answer wasn't going to be in here, because 
he'd read them all before. He knew that he'd fucked up and it was all pointless anyway. He 
had no idea why he was trying to help Tommy when he couldn't even help himself. It was 
such a waste of time. 


Wilbur was wasting everyone's time. 
"What are you thinking about?" Tommy asked, when he'd sat there immobile for far too long. 


"Nothing." Wilbur said, and let himself outside on the balcony to smoke his stupid lungs out. 
He didn't look at his phone, because he knew there was no way he was going to call Techno 
with this. He'd sooner kill himself than admit how bad he fucked up. 


Hm. That was actually far too appealing in this moment, and the drop below the balcony 

seemed to get dizzying under his feet. Maybe things were getting a bit worse than he thought, 
all of the thoughts he'd carried for so long were getting louder and harder to ignore. The cold 
inside him sucking away any warmth he had towards himself, towards life, towards anything. 


He was never going to save Tommy. The kid scorched his core with a chaos magic spell that 
some asshole convinced him to do for some unseen gain, and now he was going to face the 
consequences. There wasn't going to be anything Wilbur could do to save him. 


He wasn't going to see Techno again. It wasn't as if his brother would ever actually give up 
on Hypixel, despite any claims that he was annoyed by the pressure to maintain his perfect 


streak. Techno loved what he did and he'd keep doing it until it killed him. No amount of 
exhaustion he saw on his twin when he visited actually meant Techno would quit anything. 


And Wilbur wasn't going to manage to help himself. Years of trying, of running Fake Magic, 
hadn't made him any better. His mind still fought against him at every turn, and now he'd 
even lost his mother. The heavy, guilt ridden grief sat permanently on his chest and it felt like 
it was never going to go away. 


Wilbur was so cold. He exhaled poison into the air. He took another puff. And he wondered if 
it was going to kill him quickly enough, or if he was going to have to do something about it. 


Tommy joined him out on the balcony, wrinkling his nose at the smell but not going back in. 
The stars were trying to come out but it wasn't quite there. The city was loud. 


"Do you want to hear a poem?" Wilbur asked, because he felt badly that Tommy needed 
someone so much better than him. The least he could give was a poem, since the kid had 
asked before and Wilbur had said no. He deserved more. 


"Sure." Tommy said, uncertain. Stretching one leg out and hugging the other. 


"Philip Larkin." Wilbur told him, throat sore. His voice scratchy like he had a silence mark of 
his own choking him, "The mind blanks at the glare. Not in remorse —The good not done, 
the love not given, time torn off unused—nor wretchedly because an only life can take so 
long to climb clear of its wrong beginnings, and may never; but at the total emptiness for 
ever. The sure extinction that we travel to and shall be lost in always." 


Tommy was staring at him with a growing horror. But Wilbur found he couldn't stop until he 
finished the verse. His tongue was sluggish and cold. He continued, "Not to be here, not to be 
anywhere, and soon; nothing more terrible, nothing more true." 


Tommy visibly swallowed. He didn't seem to know what to say. He finally ventured, "Can I 
have a hug?" 


Wilbur raised an eyebrow, but he supposed he had just recited death poetry at him, and 
maybe a hug was the reasonable response. He was truly incapable of denying Tommy 
anything, and opened his arms. 


Tommy lurched forward to hug him tight around the middle, squeezing hard and pressing his 
cheek into Wilbur's shoulder. He hugged back, feeling the cold inside him not move or shift 
in the slightest, not a single feeling breaking through the fog. When he let go, he felt an equal 
nothing. 


"Thanks." Tommy said, pulling away and awkwardly crossing his arms. "I'll ... don't touch 
the microwave. I'm gonna read some more books." 


Wilbur waved him away, unconcerned. He stayed on the balcony for a bit, then decided to do 
the futile effort of going to sleep. Tommy wasn't still up when he moved, and it appeared he 
didn't trust him at all because he'd taken the microwave entirely away. 


Fine. Wilbur would fight that in the morning. He laid in bed and did a great job of staring at 
the ceiling, imagining that he could set himself on fire and make himself warm and dead all 
in one blow. 


When it was finally early enough to pretend to get up, Wilbur heard Tommy moving around 
in the apartment. In fact, he left the main apartment entirely. Wilbur listened, trying to see if 
Tommy was just grabbing something from downstairs, but he didn't come back. 


Then he realized he was probably going against his advice and taking the microwave away, 
inspiring Wilbur into sudden motion. He grabbed sweats and a hoodie and came down the 
loft stairs in bare feet, unsure how far the gremlin would've gotten carrying a microwave 
down the city street. 


Only to stop and realized Tommy was still there, not with any microwave, standing by the 
side door talking. 


A turn of a head and a familiar face, his own, with a pained expression. Technoblade locked 
eyes with him and said, "And so it stays just on the edge of vision, a small unfocused blur, a 
standing chill that slows each impulse down to indecision. Most things may never happen: 
this one will." 

"You traitor." Wilbur said to Tommy, with no heat, because he had no heat to give. 


"Not sorry." Tommy replied, offering something out to Wilbur. 


It was his phone. Wilbur instinctively pat his pockets, finding nothing. The fucking brat used 
a hug to pick-pocket him and call his brother. He couldn't tell if he was impressed or furious. 


He settled on the same cold indifference that had swallowed everything else inside him. 


Techno appraised his brother with a grim face. He said, "Let's talk." 
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Chapter 7 


"Tommy shouldn't have called you." Wilbur said, when the three of them made it back 
upstairs to the apartment. Techno took over the kitchen, putting the kettle on and ignoring 
Wilbur's attempts to send him back to Hypixel. 


"Yes, you should've called me." Techno replied, annoyed, thumping around as he gathered 
mugs. "What the hell? You get cursed by an amulet and your first thought isn't, hey, let's call 
the guy who specializes in magical bullshit and also is your twin brother who needs to know 
these things?" 


"It's my own fault." Wilbur said, tiredly, leaning on his hand and trying his best to not visibly 
shiver. 


"That literally means nothing." Techno scoffed. "Just because you make bad decisions doesn't 
mean I want you to suffer. You've made bad decisions your whole life, this isn't anything 
new." 


"Thanks." 

Techno stopped mid-pace of the kitchen. "Where's your microwave?" 
"I have it." Tommy replied. "It's got the amulet in it." 

"I have follow up questions." 


Tommy gave a strained laugh. Wilbur put his head down on the counter so he could pull on 
his hair, over and over. He was frustrated that his brother was there and was going to talk 
some sense into him. Wilbur didn't want sense. He wanted oblivion. 


Techno placed a steaming mug of tea by his elbow and took the stool next to him. He said, 
"Can you give us a minute, child?" 


"I want to be included." Tommy whined. 


"You will be." Techno said, with a lot of weight. "I just need a minute with the idiot. Then 
we're all going to work together on a solution." 


"Me included?" 


"You included." Techno confirmed. "I'm very grateful you called and let me know. I'm not 
kicking you out, I just want to give Wilbur a moment to talk in private." 


"Fine." Tommy took his own mug and went to his room, grumbling but complying. The door 
shut. 


Techno didn't say anything for a moment. It was too quiet and Wilbur pulled harder on his 
hair. He flicked his glasses off and let them clatter to the counter. Still his brother didn't 


speak. 


"Well?" Wilbur said, when he couldn't take it anymore. He looked up and found Techno 
staring back at his with a light red rim to his eyes. It practically stalled Wilbur's cold heart in 
his chest. 


"You're scaring me." Techno said, quiet. 

Wilbur swallowed. He couldn't feel his fingertips. He admitted, slow, "I'm scaring myself." 
"Can you start at the beginning?" 

Wilbur shook his head, turning back, desperate not to admit his shortcomings. 

"Please?" Techno tried again. 


He sighed. His brother had dropped everything to come here, and he couldn't even answer his 
questions. 


Shit. Wait. Wilbur's heart sunk into his toes. He said, "Fuck me, don't you have a match 
today?" 


"Doesn't matter." Techno dismissed, without even a second of hesitation. 


"Of course it fucking matters!" Wilbur snapped up, feeling a rush of heat in his face. "You 
need to beat Dream!" 


"Tommy called me at two in the morning to tell me he was scared you were going to kill 
yourself." Techno replied, unmoved, face stony and terrified. "Dream doesn't fucking matter 
right now." 


"I--" Wilbur's mouth opened and closed. He wanted to say he wasn't going to kill himself. 
But it was a lie, wasn't it? Tommy was right. Maybe not tonight, or tomorrow, but soon. The 
longer he lived with this cold, the longer he lived with no warmth to protect him from the 
thoughts he'd been having for years, stripped down to nothing but the bare essentials... 
Wilbur was going to kill himself. And he wasn't even sure if he was really going to let 
Techno stop him. 


His twin realized this, face draining of any colour. He said, "Wil..." 
"Don't." Wilbur choked out. "I... don't." 


Techno rubbed the back of his neck, looking beside himself. He gave Wilbur a miserable side 
eye and said, "Start at the beginning." 


Tears burnt in the corner of Wilbur's eyes. He swallowed against the barbed wire in his throat 
and told him about getting the amulet. About the thousand year curse, about the heat and 
about the cold. He said, not looking over, "I was being an idiot. I... I don't know what I was 
trying to accomplish. I don't know what I thought would happen, if I wanted it to be 
something bad, or what. But now... I can't live with it and I can't live without it. It's like it's 


taken all the horrible things I've ever thought and given me no protection against them. I 
know you care about me and you don't want me to die. But it's like it just doesn't matter." 


Techno roughly grabbed Wilbur into a hug and shuddered a breath into his hair. He said, 
"Damn it, Wilbur." 


"I know." Wilbur sniffed and squeezed his eyes shut, tears burning out the corners. "I know I 
fucked up and I'm sorry. I told you I wasn't feeling like that but it's... I don't know. I screwed 


" 


up. 


"T'I fix it." Techno said, sure, strong grip keeping him close. "We'll fix it. Our eavesdropper 


" 


A thump and an ow. Tommy came out from where he was listening and said, "It's boring 
waiting. Do you know how we can save Wilbur yet?" 


"Not yet." Techno rumbled, not moving to let Wilbur go either. 
Tommy's barefeet padded over. Then he barnacled onto Wilbur's other side. 
"Don't steal my phone again." Wilbur muttered into Techno's shirt. 


"I can give affection without other motives." Tommy said, offended. Then after a moment 
said, "Unrelated but can I borrow your phone?" 


Wilbur groaned. Techno gave a low chuckle. Tommy said, "What! I do want to hug you as 
well! I just think that Philza Minecraft might have some ideas too." 


The three person hug disbanded, Wilbur rubbing his nose on his sleeve and sniffing, the 
motion so much like Tommy that he turned and ruffled the blonde hair. He said, "If Philza 
Minecraft wishes to come, we won't turn away the help." 


"Cool." Tommy said, typing on the phone he'd already stolen. 


Techno didn't go far, staying at Wilbur's side and rubbing his back in circles. Just like when 
Wilbur was sixteen and drunk for the first time, throwing up for hours in the bathroom with 
his twin beside him, rubbing his back like he had no where else to be and making no 
comments about his choices. 


There was a mild discussion about whether or not he was going to open Fake Magic. Wilbur 
insisted that he should, while Tommy and Techno argued that running a shop with zero days 
off was a terrible idea in the first place and why didn't he have any other staff? 


By the time Philza showed up, Tommy had unearthed the microwave from his room and set it 
on the coffee table for Techno to inspect. Just like last time, Philza arrived in his civilian dad 
jeans. 


"Ah, Technoblade." Philza Minecraft didn't quite seem to know how to behave, not in the 
Enforcer capacity, and meeting a relatively famous mage. "Hello." He seemed to settle on a 
delicious amount of awkward that was great to watch. 


Lucky for him, Technoblade was also very awkward. He said, "Hello Philza Minecraft." 
Philza gave a curt nod and turned to Wilbur. "I told you I should've taken the amulet." 


"I don't think that would've solved anything." Wilbur replied, heavy and tired, brushing past 
the two around the microwave to fish the rubber ball out. He unrolled the glove and showed 
the room the glowing amber. "Purifying it did seemingly nothing, so it's not possessed or 
anything. Or cursed." 


"It reminds me of a spell sucker, but those don't make you suicidal." Philza replied, leaning 
closer to inspect the amulet. 


Techno snorted, crossing his arms. "A spell sucker would last ten minutes tops. This was 
locked in a thousand year curse. Wilbur described it as negative energy, a void. I'm thinking 
it's an artifact." 


"It's old?" Tommy said, elbowing Philza when he wouldn't let him closer to the amulet to see. 


"Actually, yes. If items are left imbued with chaos magic for too long they can develop a kind 
of sentience. We're talking hundreds of years. An artifact could be something that was in a 
temple or even just down a well with a bunch of magical plants around it. Hard to say what 
creates one, but once it's alive, there's not really any one way to un-alive it." Techno 
explained, holding his hand out to Wilbur. 


It was kind of embarrassing the fact that Wilbur had a hard time relinquishing the amulet to 
him. His joints creaked as he handed it over. 


"Run a diagnostic on it." Techno told Wilbur. 
"I did when I got it, there was nothing." Wilbur replied. "It seemed completely harmless." 


"Yeah, but I bet that's changed." Techno suggested, the look in his eyes telling Wilbur that he 
already knew what they were going to find. 


"TIl run it." Philza said, when Wilbur made no move to do so, pulling his wand from his back 
pockets and sparking green. 


The four stood in a circle and watched the Enforcer craft the spell. Immediately spiking 
levels of magic appeared, same as before when Philza ran the test in his bedroom when he 
was drowning in a magically induced fever. 


But there was something they'd overlooked at the time, which was the high levels of Wilbur's 
magic. This made sense because Wilbur was there. It did not make sense when the amulet 
was sitting in Techno's hands. 


"It's stealing my magic." Wilbur summarized, feeling rather stupid and like he should've 
figured that out as Techno obviously already had. 


"Which isn't the end of the world, because you're healthy and able to replenish. But there 
must be something else going on if it's causing these other problems." Techno said, already 


moving onto the problem solving mode. 


"Okay, let's make a list. It's stealing your magic, check. It's making you suicidal, check. What 
else?" Philza asked, not dropping his hand yet, inspecting the diagnostic results closely. 


"He misses it when he's not wearing it." Tommy interjected, the snitch. Wilbur kicked him. 
"What! It's got some mind control bullshit." 


"No, it's not controlling my mind!" Wilbur said, offended that he would be so easily swayed. 
"It's just so fucking cold." 


"Cold." Philza repeated, with audible dread. He exchanged a look with Techno. 


"Yeah, cold. Wearing the amulet makes me so hot I might combust but not wearing it makes 
me so cold I can't breathe. So there's no winning." Wilbur said, crossing his arms over his 
chest and managing not to shiver too visibly. 


"That's a really bad sign." Philza said, green sparks vanishing and he turned his wand from 
the amulet to Wilbur. "Hold still?" 


Wilbur stuck his tongue out at him. Philza ran some spells anyway, backwards and hard for 
Wilbur to interpret from this angle. Techno made intelligent noises with Philza as they 
watched the spells run. 


"Why won't killing it do anything?" Tommy asked loudly when his staring at the spell just 
made him cross-eyed, kicking the rug and pouting. "It's making him feel things so if we kill 
it, then it'll stop. Right?" 


"What if it being alive is the only way to help him? Even if it was killable, which it might not 
be." Philza said, sensible. 


"Why not?" Tommy insisted again. "Anything can be killed. So it's got a bunch of bad magic 
in it that made it alive, cool. Just get the bad magic out then it won't be alive anymore." 


"Just put all the toothpaste back in the tube." Techno said, sarcastic. "It's a magic void. It just 
takes magic, it doesn't give away." 


"Like the ley line but opposite." Tommy said. 
"Yeah." Techno's brow furrowed. "Just like the ley line." 
"That'd be a terrible idea." Philza said, immediately catching on. 


"What would putting a magic void in a ley line accomplish?" Wilbur cut in, because 
apparently even half-brain dead from exhaustion he was the only one who knew anything 
about magic. "Two problems, the first being that the ley line wouldn't give magic to Tommy 
with his damaged core, why would it give to a chaos artifact? Secondly, why would we want 
to feed the artifact in the first place?" 


"So that maybe it would stop being attached to you." Techno filled in. 


"You don't know that would work." Wilbur shook his head, reaching out and taking the 
amulet back. Both Philza and Techno moved to complain, but he merely stuck it back inside 
the microwave. "You need to find some kind of proof that whatever we try is going to 
actually work. What if by feeding the amulet it gives it more power to consume me and 
you've just made things worse?" 


Techno chuffed an annoyed sound. "Well, you know me. My magic is all about destruction. I 
can only come up with plans that make things worse." 


"Let's use your chaos magic to destroy it, then." Tommy said, enthused. 
"I'm bound by permits." Techno said, eyeing the Enforcer in the room. 
"Then bring it back to Hypixel and try there." Philza said. 


"No." Wilbur said immediately, stepping protectively in front of the microwave on the coffee 
table. "Again, what if we need it?" 


"You need it." Tommy accused. "But you don't really. What happens if we just wait out the 
cold? Maybe it goes away." 


"Where does the cold come from?" Philza wondered. "The heat makes sense, it's an unwillful 
hot transfer. But the cold doesn't. You should theoretically be fine, since you can just 
replenish your magic. You're not even particularly low right now, I can feel you." 


"Whiplash?" Techno suggested, which was a common catch-all from magic fuckery. 
"Whiplash would go away." Wilbur said. "This gets worse." 
"How much worse? Can we see if it breaks?" 


Wilbur's tongue felt like it was coated in ash and didn't know how to tell him that it was more 
likely Wilbur would be the one who broke. He felt like they weren't actually getting 
anywhere, and really didn't want to stand around anymore. He wanted to die or go to bed. 
Instead he said, "Let me know if you actually come up with something useful, I'm going to 
open my shop now." 


He stomped down the stairs, a little petty, and only opened Fake Magic an hour late. Tommy 
joined him immediately, doing all the opening duties for him, silent and contemplative. He 
was terribly efficient even while lost in thought, apparently having retained far more than 
Wilbur realized. He could get the whole place going, lights on, floor swept, stock aligned, 
cash float coated, till up and running, all while Wilbur dealt with the first rush of customers. 


They made it to a lull before Tommy finally voiced what he'd been thinking about, "What 
would you have done if I hadn't been here?" 


"Right now or at all?" 


"At all." 


Wilbur wrinkled his nose, thinking. It was a weird question, but he allowed it, curious what 
Tommy was going to get at. "I don't know. I don't know how long it would've taken me to 
realize the amulet was the problem without Philza coming and hitting me over the head with 
it. Once I did, it's probably much of the same until we get to that point where I can't take it 
off by myself. Then... I don't know. Really depends on if I would be actually capable of 
getting it off eventually, at which point I probably would throw it into the ocean. If not, died 
from the heat transfer, I guess. Why?" 


Tommy didn't answer, thinking. Eventually he said, "I think... I don't know what the right 
thing to do is, but I'm pretty sure you're right that we need it here to solve it." 


Wilbur was trying to hide his persistent shiver. He pointed out, "You were the first one to say 
we get rid of it." 


"I was wrong." Tommy said, no hesitation, which was a bit surprising. He continued, 
explaining himself. "Think about it. Someone got that amulet to you. I don't think it was in a 
thousand year curse to protect it, I think it's because they knew it'd end up straight at your 
door if they did because of your reputation. And they were probably expecting you to do 
exactly what you said. Die from the heat or throw it in the ocean. Which maybe throwing it 
away would have the same outcome." 


It made a ridiculous amount of sense, actually. Wilbur blinked at Tommy, seeing the pieces 
like he did, and said, "Someone's trying to kill me." 


"Maybe if we figure that out, it'll be easier to solve the problem." Tommy said. 


"You're... you're so right." Wilbur shook his head, mind full of bees, buzzing. "Shit. I... I 
walked right into that." 


"Do you have any enemies?" Tommy asked. 


Wilbur faltered. He didn't really. He had some weird acquaintances and rival businesses, but 
really nothing that warranted death. That was the real flaw in the plan -- who the hell 
benefitted from Wilbur's death? 


A customer came in and interrupted their brainstorm. When they closed for lunch, they 
collaborated with the team upstairs. Philza and Techno had a whole library spread out in front 
of them, some Wilbur recognized from his own stash and a bunch he'd never seen before. 


"Where did these come from?" Wilbur asked, covetous hand on the incredibly rare book that 
was definitely going to be squirrelled away in his room later. 


"Enforcer Headquarters." Philza replied, remarkably calm for something incredibly illegal. 


Wilbur removed his hand, aware touching it was a felony. "Don't lose your job on my 
account, Philza Minecraft." 


"Adorable that you think I'd ever be caught." Philza said, a quirk to his lip. He had a book 
open in his lap. 


Wilbur made sandwiches and Tommy shared the theory he'd come up with. Then he was very 
vindicated when both Philza and Techno agreed that it made sense and held weight. 


"My concern would be now even if we solve our initial problem, if we don't figure out the 
cause they may try again in a different way." Philza said, accepting the PB&J Wilbur made 
him with a placid face that turned confused when he looked at the sandwich. "What's in this?" 


"Did that man just ask you what a PB and J is?" Techno said, incredulous. 


"Philza Minecraft is a constant source of entertainment for us." Wilbur said. "Tell Techno 
what you think fondue is." 


"I'll stop coming around if you keep being mean to me." Philza laughed, taking a bite of the 
sandwich and his blue eyes lit up. "Oh! It's good." 


"You won't, you have to make sure I'm not corrupting the child." Wilbur said, trying to sound 
confident and not as distracted by the cold in his core as he really was. 


"Phil taught me how to charm people's tongues blue without them noticing." Tommy chimed 
in, around a mouth of peanut butter. 


"Oh, how do you do that?" Techno asked, interested. 
"Who's corrupting whom." Wilbur managed a smile. 


"Can we focus on the person trying to kill Wilbur please?" Philza complained, tipping his 
head back. 


Wilbur didn't really want to, but Techno sobered up immediately. "Have you pissed anyone 
off recently?" 


"No." Wilbur didn't want to talk about how he'd kind of been too depressed to do much but 
keep Fake Magic from running into the ground, let alone managing to make powerful enough 
enemies to kill him. It wasn't like he did much -- all his death would mean was one less 
magic shop in L'Manberg. 


"It would be a pretty convenient assassination method, though." Tommy said, voice loud but 
a bit unsteady. "Think about it, if it'd gone like we'd thought. If you'd thrown the amulet in 
the ocean and then killed yourself from the cold. It'd just look like a suicide." 


Tommy was right. It was a mess that practically cleaned itself up. No one would've known 
what was inside the thousand year curse to know it would cause his death, let alone to trace it 
back to the original seller. 


"I should talk to Quackity." Wilbur said, chilled and slower than he should've to come to that 
obvious conclusion. "He's a seller I trust, so that's how it got to me. Maybe he knows the 
travelling merchant, or he can tell us anything." 


"What's Quackity's last name?" Philza asked. 


"Please don't scare away my resources." 
"It's fine, I can probably still find him without it." Philza said, undisturbed. 


Wilbur sighed. "Let me talk to him. He'll just lie to you. Well, he'd lie to me too, but I know 
him better." 


"Call him then." Techno demanded. "Let's figure this out." 


"Big Q finds me, not the other way around." Wilbur shook his head. "I'll let the merchants 
know I'm looking for him, it'll get around to him quickly enough. For now, back to work." 


Techno grumbled. Tommy hopped downstairs to get the door back open and Wilbur lingered 
upstairs a moment longer. 


"If you left now, you might still make your fight." Wilbur said to his twin, heart in his throat. 
He wasn't sure if he desperately wanted Techno to leave or stay, putting him in a horrible 
stasis of confliction. 


"Stop trying to push me away." Techno said, annoyed. "It's cancelled already. Technically it's 
a forfeit, so my streak is done. I can stop chasing perfection." 


Wilbur stared at his brother, a little thunderstruck that he would casually give up on his dream 
while sitting on Wilbur's couch. He stammered, "You can't." 


"Already did." Techno shrugged. "If you think for even a second that Hypixel means more to 
me than you, you're far stupider than I thought. I'm not going anywhere until if and when I'm 
sure that I left, you would be fine without me. If that means I'm here forever, then fine. Worth 
it." 


Wilbur's heart was assaulting him. He really didn't know how to feel, where to even begin. 
He said, beside himself, "I didn't want you to do that." 


"You'd never ask me to." Techno agreed. "I told you a while ago that I was thinking of 
retiring. This is just a little bit sooner. Dream can have the title, maybe I'll take it back 
someday. But right now, my mind isn't anywhere near Hypixel. It's here." 


This was almost everything Wilbur wanted and he couldn't understand why he was pushing 
so hard against it. Self destruction? Or maybe that the pure, bull hearted affection shown by 
the actions of his brother created more of a burn of feelings than any amulet could achieve? 


There was nothing Wilbur could say to change Techno's mind -- he wasn't easily swayed, and 
didn't tend to turn on decisions he'd made. He was done with Hypixel and it would forever be 
Wilbur's fault. He had to live with that. Wilbur wasn't sure, with the piercing chill that was 
still, still sitting on his chest, that he'd actually be able to. 


It was getting a little harder to breath every minute that he didn't have that amulet on, 
actually. He maybe said something to Techno, maybe went back downstairs to finish the 
afternoon in Fake Magic, but mostly he tried to see past the growing doom. 


Quackity didn't show. Philza left the apartment mid-way through the day, off to work, 
promising to return with any updates. Tommy mostly ran the shop with an ease that was 
almost comical. The child was better at this than Wilbur was, charming customers and 
upselling bullshit. If he could produce more than a spark, he'd be a natural. 


Right. Tommy's magic. Yet another failure on his part. He'd promised he was going to fix it, 
and look where they were? No where close. There really wasn't any point in-- 


"I think I need to touch that amulet again." Wilbur said, sick to his stomach, staring at his 
shaking hands. 


"Drugs are bad." Tommy replied, standing next to him at the cash register, tugging on the 
string of his hoodie over and over. 


"No, Tommy." Wilbur looked at Tommy with red rimmed eyes and terror in his heart. "I need 
to or we're gonna have a problem?" 


Blood drained from Tommy's face. "What kind of problem?" 


Wilbur couldn't admit it. But Tommy knew anyway. He swore under his breath and stomped 
up the stairs. He didn't return immediately and Wilbur didn't move because he was petrified 
his thoughts would lead to him killing himself if he so much as twitched a pinky. 


It felt like an eternity before Tommy returned, now with Techno hot on his heels. They 
looked like they'd been arguing, a hot tension between them. Wilbur didn't care, he cared 
about the little rubber ball Tommy was holding, frantically trying to release the amulet from 
its prison and pressing the amber to his cheek the moment it was freed. 


"Shit." Techno muttered, watching. 
"Yeah." Tommy agreed, from the side. 
Wilbur started to burn up immediately, but he was reluctant to let go. 


He breathed heavily in through his nose and tried to think straight. He had none of the 
momentary clarity. Just a desperate ticking clock, a race against time. 


The door opened, bell ringing, and Wilbur couldn't handle a customer in that moment so he 
almost fled to the back. But it wasn't just anyone, it was Niki. She was juggling an iced coffee 
with an arm full of textbooks. 


"Hi Niki." Tommy greeted, weakly. 


"Hi everyone." Niki replied, eyeing the scene with care, putting her books down on the table. 
"Tommy, you look like you've seen a ghost. What's going on?" 


Wilbur sighed, hands aching as he turned the amulet away from himself to show Niki. "I may 
have cursed myself." 


"Oh no." Niki said, leaning closer to inspect it. "What's it doing?" 


"We think it's a chaos magic artifact, a void. It's sucking my magic using a hot transfer. But 
everytime I take it off, I get really cold and we think it might kill me. So things aren't looking 
ideal." Wilbur explained, knowing that Niki was smart and wondering if maybe she had a 
non-magic idea that might help. 


"Why cold?" Niki asked. 
"I dunno, really. We're brainstorming but we haven't got anywhere." 


"Hm." Niki picked up her iced coffee and chewed on the straw. "A hot transfer, that's like 
what you did to Tommy?" 


"Right, it burnt you." Tommy said, and he did look rather pale, Niki was right. He looked 
pretty bad, actually. 


"What's up with you? Are you feeling okay?" Wilbur cut in, leaning over to feel Tommy's 
forehead. This was ineffective considering his own body fluctuation, but as far as he could 
tell it wasn't hot. 


"What? Me?" Tommy said, startled. Still pale as a ghost. "No, I'm fine." 
"No, you look off." Techno agreed, frowning. 


"I'm worried." Tommy raised his chin, nostrils flaring as he exhaled hard. "I... I just feel like 
we're running out of time, okay?" 


It did feel that way. Wilbur was getting too hot again and let the amulet fall through his 
fingers, hitting the countertop with a clatter. The chill sweep over him immediately and he 
shivered. 


"You're stuck between a rock and a hard place." Niki summed up, rattled the ice in her cup. 
She looked thoughtful. "Would you die if it took all your magic?" 


"It would take a long time to get there, I keep regenerating magic as it takes it away. And the 
effects of a hot transfer can be dangerous if I keep it going forever." Wilbur explained. 


"Oh!" Tommy snapped his fingers, face lighting up. "Burnt hair! Burnt hair!" 
"Hexweed." Wilbur said, catching on. "That's only temporary, though. Who's to say it stops?" 


"If we did a hot transfer to remove your magic and you dampened your production with 
hexweed, the amulet would have nothing to take from you." Techno said, eyes flicking back 
and forth at nothing like he was solving an invisible puzzle. "If the artifact's goal is to take all 
of your magic, that means it would stop." 


"And the cold?" Wilbur reminded him, shivering pointedly. "Maybe we take all my magic 
away and the cold stays, then I'm fucked because I won't be able to pick it back up and 
relieve it." 


No one had any further ideas. Wilbur really wanted to believe it would work, because it made 
sense. But there was still an element of risk and unknown. 


Until then, the bell rang, and Wilbur pushed his chin up to pretend to be normal a little 
longer. 


Chapter 8 


Chapter Notes 


i'm too excited here you go 


See the end of the chapter for more notes 


Wilbur smoked on the balcony, thinking far too hard about jumping off. Technoblade joined 
him, frowning in obvious disapproval, but not voicing in. Instead he hung his legs over the 
edge. 


"Are you mad at me?" Wilbur asked, with an idle curiosity, not enough energy to put any 
heart behind the question. 


Techno didn't hesitate to shake his head, and didn't even seem shocked that Wilbur would ask 
him. He said, "If someone really is trying to kill you, then it's not your fault." 


"It's a little bit my fault." Wilbur said, sardonic. 
"Even if it was all your fault, you're still my brother. My better half." 
Wilbur gave a snort, feeling ill, and shook his head, turning over the dotted skyline. 


"You know," Techno started in a voice that filled Wilbur with dread for whatever he was 
about to say next. "This thing is really only preying on thoughts you've already had." 


Wilbur shut his eyes, rubbing one underneath his glasses with his free hand. He didn't pretend 
to hide, saying mildly, "You already knew that, with how much you were calling me." 


"I suspected, you denied. Quite ardently, in fact." Techno pointed out, concern disguised as 
annoyance. "And you promised me you'd talk to me. Both lies?" 


"Both scared." Wilbur exhaled. "I didn't want to ruin anything for you." 

"Do you have any fucking idea how ruined my life would be if you were dead?" 
Wilbur flicked his ash and said nothing. 

Techno did a shaky breath, audibly angry now. Wilbur had succeeded. 


They stayed there a minute. Techno eventually said, "Somewhere I have never travelled, 
gladly beyond any experience, your eyes have their silence." 


"In your most frail gesture are things which enclose me, or which I cannot touch because they 
are too near." Wilbur recited, smiling huge for a minute. He said, "You hate E. E. 


Cummings." 
"Yeah, but you love him." Techno smiled back, painful. 


The sight of his smile made Wilbur swallow against the pain his throat and put out his 
cigarette, half smoked. 


Tommy wasn't there when they climbed back inside, which worried Wilbur for a minute 
before he heard the child stomping up the stairs. 


"Where'd you go?" Wilbur called, sorting the giant mess Techno and Philza made of his 
books. 


Tommy came around the corner with a tray holding slushies. He threw Wilbur his wallet that 
he hadn't noticed was missing. 


"Thanks." Wilbur said, sarcastic. But then Tommy took the grape one from the tray and 
handed it over. He added, more sincere, "Oh, cheers." 


"Should we be giving the ice boy more cold?" Techno asked, and then stared at Tommy like 
he had three heads when he was offered the orange slush in the middle. "What?" 


"For you, idiot." Tommy said. 
"Did you tell him what slush I like?" Techno asked Wilbur, taking it. 
"He tried to get me orange too. Lucky guess?" Wilbur said. 


"Yeah." Tommy replied, prying his own swamp water slush off the tray and getting rid of it. 
"Lucky guess." 


Wilbur didn't notice more cold, really. It was all a wash of nothingness, having to grab the 
amulet almost every hour on the hour right now to maintain homeostasis. Tommy seemed to 
not be dealing with the situation well at all, picking at his fingernails and muttering to 
himself. 


"Wil's gonna be fine, kid." Techno offered, very awkward, watching him pace. 
"Right." Tommy said, not sounding convinced in the slightest. 


Wilbur, the one actually experiencing the misery, was not as inclined to agree. But Tommy 
obviously lost a lot in his life, so this wasn't going to be something nice to deal with. He said, 
"Techno would take care of you if I died, don't worry." 


Techno whipped around, "Heh?" 


Tommy's face plummeted, and he almost dropped his slush with a shaky fumble of his hands, 
escaping to his room and slamming the door. It would almost be comical if it wasn't so sad. 


"Geez." Wilbur wrinkled his nose, not having expected that reaction. 


"Wilbur." Techno said. 


Wilbur waved him off, then shot a sideways look. Never missing an opportunity to mess with 
his brother, he said, "You're his idol, you know." 


"Oh man, I hope not." Techno said, horrified. 

Wilbur laughed, then sobered up. "Really." 

"Why? Because of Hypixel?" Techno demanded. 
"Yeah, he wanted to learn chaos magic because of you." 


"Bruh." Techno said, not seemingly knowing what else to say. Then his brow furrowed. "He 
doesn't really act like it, though." 


"You don't think?" Wilbur asked. He remembered the enthusiasm Tommy had whenever he 
talked about Technoblade. 


"I don't know, maybe it's nerves, but he's always been so... careful. Around me." 


That wasn't a word Wilbur typically associated with Tommy. He glanced at the shut door, 
wondering if he could hear their conversation. The apartment was pretty small. "Maybe it's 
nerves." Wilbur agreed. 


Tommy didn't emerge from his room for the rest of the night. Techno and Wilbur fell into the 
familiar push and pull of working together on a project, combing through texts and notebooks 
for information about artifacts. The problem with chaos magic artifacts was that every single 
one was different -- it was hard to predict how chaos magic would manifest, so all the 
examples given were very different scenarios, each with different solutions. 


Wilbur still wasn't sleeping well and insisted Techno take his bedroom, staying on the couch 
running through his options in his head. Every option seemed a risk, especially as the time he 
needed between giving the amulet a little bit more of his magic increased. Every time he 
thought that he'd test and push the cold a little longer, trying to stave off the inevitable, the 
cold sunk into his bones and filled him with liquid dread up to his eyeballs, a haunting, 
hunted feeling, that almost had him sticking his head in the oven. 


He didn't bother to wake either Techno or Tommy, moving downstairs to Fake Magic in the 
morning by himself. Sitting outside his front door in the half-lit street lamps was a familiar 
figure. 


"Big Q." Wilbur greeted, bell chiming as he leaned out the door. 


"I heard you were looking for me." Quackity greeted, eyes flickering up and down his form 
and his face fell. "And I heard you weren't looking good. They were right." 


"Come on, I'll make you a tea." Wilbur let him inside, locking the door behind him. It was 
still a good twenty minutes before he actually needed to open. 


"Nah, I'll do it." Quackity pushed a pliant Wilbur into the ugly green chair, moving to his 
kettle like he owned the place. "Did something happen?" 


"The good news is that you definitely got the better end of the deal on that thousand year 
curse." Wilbur told him, rubbing his face, fucking exhausted. "The bad news is that it's trying 
to kill me." 


Quackity fumbled the mug he was holding and nearly dropped it on the ground. He managed 
to catch at the last second and turned to Wilbur with huge eyes under his beanie. "What the 
fuck? No." 


"Yes sir." Wilbur gave a crooked smile. 


Quackity looked properly horrified. "No way, shit, I'm so sorry. Is there anything I can do? 
What was it?" 


"Chaos artifact, we're pretty sure. I'm still figuring it out. What I need from you is to know if 
you can identify the person who gave it to you." 


Quackity shook his head almost before he'd even finished speaking. "Sorry dude, I've got no 
idea. And I haven't even seen him since." 


"Him?" 


"Male, yeah. Not really much else, just a regular dude. No identifying marks. He was wearing 
a hood and it was dark. I don't got much, I'm sorry." Quackity really did sound sorry, and a 
little angry too. He clanked the mugs together as he poured the boiling kettle over the tea 
bags. 


"It's fine." Wilbur said, even though it wasn't. 


"What I can give you, though, is that I've got some connections with chaos artifacts." 
Quackity straightened up with a determined look in his eye. "I'll go right after here and see 
what I can find." 


"I'd appreciate it." Wilbur accepted the tea, too hot, curving around the mug and trying to 
draw warmth from it. There wasn't any transfer at all. 


Quackity slumped down in a stool next to him. "Tell me what's going on." 


Wilbur did. Q gave him as much trouble as everyone else for putting the amulet on in the first 
place, whacking him on the head a little, and wringing his hands together. 


"I'm gonna feel like such shit if I get you killed." Quackity complained, putting his empty 
mug down. "Don't die while I'm gone, okay?" 


"Sure." Wilbur agreed, with the amount of control over that as the weather. 


Quackity saluted and headed out. Wilbur took the opportunity to open the shop behind him, 
flipping the sign and getting the day started. 


He was getting weaker, though. And kept having to take breaks. Techno was awake before 
Tommy, not lingering downstairs after checking on him. Then Tommy joined him, insisting 
that he sit, while he did all the running around the store. 


Wilbur sat. He stared and watched the shop spin around him, what felt like a pair of claws 
dug into his shoulders, sitting a heavy weight on his back. Foreboding. 


At lunch he had to take a break walking up the stairs and Tommy looked haunted. He held 
Wilbur's elbow and got him up. 


"We have to do something!" Tommy insisted to Techno, the moment they made it up. At 
some point that Wilbur had missed -- whether because he was in a daze, or because the man 
flew up to his balcony -- Philza Minecraft was there again looking through books with 
Techno. 


"We're trying, Tommy." Philza said. 


"No, no, you don't understand!" Tommy snapped, looking truly mad. He stomped a foot and 
said, "This can't happen again!" 


Wilbur thought he was hearing things, blinking slow. That he'd missed something. But both 
Techno and Philza exchanged a glance and said, "What do you mean, 'again'?" 


Tommy entire face went white. He opened his mouth, and a small choking sound came out. 
He grabbed the 'x' on his throat. 


"Tommy." Techno stood up, menacing, approaching the child slow. "What do you mean, 
'again'?" 


He gasped for air, backing up from Techno and tripping over his own shoes, falling on his 
butt and holding his neck. His blue eyes were huge. 


"Techno, stop." Wilbur said, confused and wary. "You'll kill him if you make him talk about 
it." 


"Again." Techno repeated, eyes narrow, staring down at the kid on the floor. Silenced from 
some horrible spell he did, which somehow related to Wilbur's current problem. "What did 
you do?" 


Tommy's lips moved soundlessly. He looked terrified. 


Wilbur stood up on trembling legs and grabbed Techno's arm, pulling him away from 
Tommy. He said, "Stop. Stop." 


"He knows something." Techno said, low. 


"Nothing he can say." Wilbur stressed. "We can work around this, don't kill him in the 
process." 


Techno threw a look at Tommy, then obligingly stepped away. 


"We don't have to make him talk, we can logic through it with what we have." Wilbur said. 
"Tommy knows about this happening before, he said again. It has to do with the silence mark 
on his throat. The chaos spell he did when I found him. Let's look for connections." 


"Maybe he cursed you." Philza suggested. 


"No!" Tommy burst, lurching forward. Fingers scratching the hardwood, a wild and desperate 
expression. "I didn't! I -- you don't, I can't.. stop. Don't. Don't." 


"Don't what?" Techno said. "We've given you so much leeway for something that we can't 
ignore any longer. You know something about the thing that's killing Wilbur. I have no 
mercy." 


"You'll ruin it." Tommy begged. "Please, we don't have much longer. Just leave it alone." 
"Much longer until Wilbur is dead?" Techno challenged. 
"No!" Tommy shouted, more a shriek. "No, you don't--" 


"Let's calm down." Philza stood up, stepping between them with his wings spreading a 
curtain of darkness for a moment before disappearing. Both of the arguing parties snapped 
their mouths shut. Then Philza approached Tommy, kneeling before him. He said, "Tommy 
Innit, the spell you did could've levelled a city with its intensity. At the time, I had wondered 
what someone could do that would require so much power. The fear in your voice tells me 
that you were trying to do something good. And here we are, with Wilbur close to death, and 
you are saying the words, 'not again’. Do you know what I think?" 


"Stop." Tommy breathed, shaking. Blue eyes shining with tears. "Don't, they will be so angry. 
You're not supposed to figure it out." 


"But if what I think is true, you'll have the answer to our problem." Philza said. 


Tommy shook his head fiercely, "No, I don't, I don't know the answer I swear. Please, you 
have to stop!" 


Wilbur was pretty slow right now, with the intense fog over his brain. But he thought about a 
hundred little things he'd brushed off over the past few weeks. 


How Tommy got in his storeroom in the first place. He knew how to run his cash register. He 
knew the neighbourhood. He knew Technoblade was his brother. Hell, he knew Techno's 
favourite slush was orange. A chaos spell with an insane amount of power. 


"Not again’, 
Tommy Innit had time travelled. 


"Stop, Phil." Wilbur said, breathless. "If it's what we think, he would've made a deal with a 
being to get that, remember? We don't want to summon them here." 


Phil hesitated, looking over his shoulder. "Are you sure? If we're right, and he knows what's 
going to happen, he could stop it." 


"He just said he doesn't know." Wilbur remembered Tommy asking him what he would've 
done if Tommy hadn't been there. "He's in the dark as much as us. Don't push. We're on thin 
ice enough already." 


The atmosphere in the room certainly felt thin. None of them wanted the higher being to 
spawn in there with them. Tommy's ragged breathing did not slow, looking around. 


"You idiot." Technoblade breathed, staring at Tommy. "Secret fees. If you've come back to 
prevent a death, that death doesn't just go away. When the being comes back to remove that 
mark, they will take their cost. A life for a life." 


If there was any colour remaining in Tommy's face, it was definitely gone now. 


Wilbur felt his own heart slow, and a roaring overwhelmed his ears. They couldn't confirm 
their theory without summoning the being, but if they were right, if Tommy came back in 
time to save Wilbur from dying... 


... then Tommy was going to be killed in his place. 
"No." Wilbur whispered, a blanket of horror draping over him. His own face felt bloodless. 


"You promised." Tommy said, shaking all over, voice hoarse and dangerously close to 
vanishing. He was staring at Wilbur with huge eyes. 


"I promised that we'd get you out of it." Wilbur said, dizzy. 
"No." Tommy snapped. "You promised we would keep what I earned. You promised." 


He had. Wilbur felt like he was going to pass out. He realized he had a death grip on the 
amulet and dropped it to the table, body flushing with the hot transfer he kept subjecting 
himself to, over and over. It was the literal least of his problems right now. 


Phil didn't think so. "All of this is moot unless we can save Wilbur in the first place." He 
reminded them, gently. 


Wilbur couldn't let this happen. They couldn't save him, if it meant killing Tommy. They 
couldn't. It was no contest, no fucking contest. 


"There's an answer. We just need to find it." Techno stood up, shaking himself. Tommy didn't 
move at all. 


Wilbur couldn't bear it. He crossed over on trembling knees and sat in front of him. He 
rubbed Tommy's arms. 


"Hey." Wilbur said, waiting for the blue eyes to rise to his. He needed his wits. He needed to 
reassure Tommy. "We're going to figure this out. You will keep what you earned, and we will 
find a way to pay your cost without losing you too." 


Tommy's mouth quivered. He looked so young. How long had he been holding onto this? He 
lurched forward to hug Wilbur, and sobbed into his shoulder. 


Wilbur rubbed his back and held on, with no idea how he would solve any of the problems. 
Maybe he was lying, completely and utterly lying. Maybe he would push with bull headed 
stubbornness and figure it all out. 


But it was hard to think straight. And he just didn't want Tommy to be upset. He shushed him 
gently. 


Tommy cried for a little, but then got up all blustered and rubbed at his face with his sleeves 
and locked himself in the bathroom for a bit. Wilbur wandered, lost, before reopening the 
shop after lunch. 


Wilbur wasn't sure what he was expecting, but it needed to come soon. He was dazed and 
cold and hot and felt like he was losing time every second that passed. Tommy kept eyeing 
him like he might keel over. 


It was after close when Quackity arrived, banging on the side door to be let in. Tommy 
fetched him, because Wilbur was too weak to do the stairs twice in a row. 


"It's a party up here." Quackity greeted, finding an Enforcer and the famous Hypixel 
Champion Technoblade sitting around the coffee table with an obscene amount of books. He 
didn't seem too phased by it. 


"Big Q, I presume." Techno rumbled, standing to shake his hand. "Please tell me you have a 
way to save my brother." 


"I may." Quackity said. "Wilbur explained the thought for the hot transfer followed by 
hexweed and you are totally on the right track." 


"What about the cold?" Phil asked, their problem with the solution in the first place. 


"The chaos artifact is sentient." Quackity said. "And you've just been giving it enough magic 
to power a small car. It wants its food source back, so it's essentially invoking a magical 
withdrawal. But in reverse. Does that make sense?" 


"Not at all." Techno said, blunt. 


"Without a direct link, it only does so much. It doesn't want to kill you, it wants a power 
source. But it doesn't know how to take without killing you, that's the hot transfer. But the 
cold, that's like a little bit of poison to make you come back. But if you ignore it, then it will 
go away." 


"How can you be sure?" Wilbur rasped. "Because we have reason to believe the cold can kill 
me." 


And has killed him in the past. Future? Wilbur didn't want to think about it too hard. 


Quackity shook his head quickly. "I talked to three different mages who worked with chaos 
artifacts and they all agreed -- you are its power source and it wants you to keep coming 
back, so it's making you cold to seek the warmth. But if you can just push through it, it won't 
kill you." 


It wasn't reassuring, because it did kill him. Wilbur sighed, looking at the others. He said, 
"We might as well try." 


“Take away the food source and it will go dormant again to save energy.” Quackity said. “I’m 
confident.” 


“Confident enough to bet Wil’s life on it?” Phil asked, with a hint of challenge. 


Quackity set his jaw. “I triple checked my sources before coming. I want this to work as 
much as you.” 


“Thanks Big Q.” Wilbur rasped, reaching out a hand and meeting him in a firm shake. “Sorry 
to drag you in this.” 


“God no, it’s my fault.” Q said, miserable. “I wish I could be more help.” 


“Actually, I’d like to talk to you a little more about the seller, if you don’t mind.” Phil asked, 
a dangerous gleam in his eye. 


Q swallowed and nodded, clapping Wilbur on the shoulder and following Phil to the side. 
“We should give my magic to Tommy.” Wilbur said, voice quiet. 
“No, it hurts you.” Tommy said, agonized. 


“We need to do a hot transfer anyway, and I don’t want it to be the amulet. It’s too 
uncontrolled. This way we can manage it.” Wilbur replied. 


“Good sentiment, Wil, but what if the cold is being carried in your magic?” Techno 
suggested. 


Wilbur’s heart dropped. “Oh. Nevermind.” 


“I don’t need your magic.” Tommy said, puffing his chest up. “I’m a big man. It doesn’t 
matter that I don’t have any.” 


“Tommy...” Wilbur said, a little heartbroken. 


Tommy’s smile went crooked. “I know you guys don’t think it can be saved anymore. You’re 
probably right. It’s fine.” 


Wilbur felt sore. “I haven’t given up yet.” 


“Neither have I.” Tommy stuck his tongue out. “I’m just being realistic.” 


“Don’t hurt yourself.” Techno drawled. 
Tommy laughed, loud. Then hugged his middle like it hurt. There was a longing on his face. 
Wilbur’s brow furrowed. There was still something he was missing here. 


Shit. Wait. Someone helped Tommy time travel. Someone who knew chaos magic and who 
would have a vested interest in saving Wilbur. He turned a wary eye to Techno, then back to 
Tommy. 


“You said you weren't with me, before.” Wilbur summarized, making Tommy tense. “You 
said you don’t know how I died. We didn’t know each other, did we? You were here before, 
or in the future, whatever. But you weren’t here with me. You were with some damn idiot that 
was teaching you championship level magic.” 


Techno realized that Wilbur had turned to face him as he spoke, as his eyes widened and he 
said, “No, what?” 


“If I died, would you take over Fake Magic?” Wilbur demanded. 
“I mean, m-maybe—“ 


“You sent him back to save me!” Wilbur accused, burning with a million feelings at once at 
the revelation, all of the anger he held towards the person who’d sent Tommy into the 
unknown, forced him to make a deal with a higher being then left been silence marked and 
alone. 


“It wasn’t him!” Tommy shouted, then clapped a hand over his mouth, looking around the 
room scared. 


“Tt wasn’t.” Wilbur repeated, cold. 


“I mean, he didn’t— that—“ Tommy choked then slammed his hand against the floor 
repeatedly, frustrated. He made a close mouthed scream and slumped backwards. 


“It wasn’t me.” Techno repeated, brow furrowed. “I... I can’t imagine, Wil, that I would let 
him. All I’ve ever said is how dangerous chaos magic is, the secret fees, the costs. I just don’t 
see any universe where I’m condemning a fucking time travel spell.” 


“One where I’m dead?” Wilbur said, absolutely chilled. Techno had just said to him earlier 
on the balcony that it would destroy him if Wilbur died. 


Tommy made an annoyed scream behind sealed lips. 


“He said it wasn’t me.” Techno insisted. “Besides, can you really be mad at me for something 
I haven’t theoretically done yet?” 


Wilbur could, because he was on the downswing of the amulet and it was clouding all his 
thoughts in dangerous negativity again. He reached out and touched it, swamped with 
poisonous warmth of the hot transfer. 


Techno watched with a frown. “So if we’re not going to give Tommy your magic and we’re 
not going to give the amulet, what should we give?” 


“The ley line?” Tommy suggested. 
“Again, what if it’s poisoned?” 


“Shouldn't matter.” Wilbur said, world swimming in his fingertips again. “We’ve determined 
the cold doesn’t actually hurt me, it’s just motivating me to touch the amulet. Ley line can’t 
do that, it’s immobile.” 


“Can we do a controlled hot transfer that way?” 


“If I’m feeding instead of being fed on, it should be fine.” Wilbur inhaled and it didn’t feel 
like enough air. “We gotta do something soon, I’m really running out of rope here.” 


“PI get the hexweed.” Techno said, getting up. 
Tommy stayed where he was. 


Wilbur watched him through his lashes. He said, “Techno saved you, didn’t he? You said he 
was a shit teacher, and he is. But he gave you a place to stay and let you try difficult magic he 
knew you’d never get. You wanted to help. You came back to save his brother.” 


Tommy was looking a little green. He whispered, “I miss him. He’s right here but he’s not 
mine anymore. I thought it wouldn’t matter because he still existed but he doesn’t remember 
me.” He swallowed and gave Wilbur a shaky smile. “I’ve really liked hanging out and getting 
to know you, though. He was right. You’re really special.” 


Ouch. Wilbur brushed past that for now, “So why are you saying he didn’t help you do the 
spell to come back?” 


“Because he didn’t.” 
“Then who did?” 
Tommy shut his eyes, and scrunched up his whole face. He wasn’t breathing. 


“Sorry. Stopping.” Wilbur sighed. They’d gotten so far. Getting Tommy killed now would 
suck. 


Phil let Quackity go, who said good bye and good luck to Wilbur, and Techno hand smushed 
some hexweed since Wilbur hadn’t replaced his blender since the last time. They took the 
amulet, wrapped in rubber, and started the walk to the nearby ley line-slash-children's park. 


Tommy didn’t complain about the walk. He stared at his feet the whole time, slouched. 
Techno had an arm around Wilbur’s back as he was having a hard time walking, silently 
supporting him and reciting the rest of the poem. 


“Nobody, not even the rain, has such small hands.” Techno said. It was Wilbur’s favourite 
line. It brought him no joy. The cold was setting in and no one was letting him touch the 
amulet anymore. 


The park was dark and quiet, too late for children. Wilbur sat on the swing and brushed his 
toes against the gravel, thinking about a hot transfer. The ley line needed to be willing. He 
toyed with the connection in his toe, snapping weakly to make some dull golden sparks and 
open a channel between himself and the ley. But stopping the immediate, willing flow 
towards him and gently pushed his magic away. 


The ley line did not question his motives. It took, a slow and steady hot transfer. Burning him 
up, but he couldn’t let it stop until he was empty. There had no be no magic left for the 
amulet to feed on. He pushed harder. The ley line happily took the bait and absorbed, putting 
magic back into the system where it belonged. 


His physical form didn’t like this much and he stumbled off the swing. A lack of magic didn’t 
kill a man, but the burn of a hot transfer could. He had to walk the incredible line between 
giving it away quickly enough to drain him and not so fast that it killed him. 


Now that he had started the spell he needed to stop producing magic as well. "Give me the 
hexweed.” 


Techno crouched beside him, handing over the herb. 


Wilbur chewed and swallowed the burnt hair. It was revolting. He felt his core dampen and 
stop producing. 


And then he froze. The cold overwhelmed him. And he knew that this wasn’t the way. He 
knew that he needed to die. He had screwed over Techno, made him lose his winning streak, 
his death had sent Tommy back in time to save him and permanently damaged his core. He 
was a plague on everyone he loved and it would be so much fucking better if he was dead. 
There would be no need for Tommy to sacrifice himself to a higher being, Wilbur would be 
exactly where he belonged. 


Absolutely nowhere, causing problems for absolutely no one. 
“No.” Wilbur said, dizzy with the realization. 
“No?” Techno echoed, scared. 


“I’m not doing it.” Wilbur said, and got up on trembling legs. He ran. 
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Chapter 9 


Chapter Notes 
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Here's a fun secret about Wilbur -- he did actually know how to turn invisible. 


He was in pain and miserable, trying to get away into the park trees before any of the three 
caught him, snapping fingers with gold sparks and cloaking himself in a camouflage he'd 
cobbled together over the years. He'd never had any reason to use it. Now he did. 


Phil came barreling after him first, feet barely skimming the ground with huge shadow wings 
extended. He was going too fast and missed him. 


Wilbur tucked himself against a tree, still and holding his breath. Techno followed, feet 
pounding the ground, searching. He passed him immediately. 


Wilbur stayed exactly where he was, just within the tree line. The park wasn't huge, most 
pine furs, and the ley line was humming, quietly offering him warm magic at his toes. He did 
not take it, feeling an insane mix of too hot and too cold at the same time. He wanted to 
combust. 


Wilbur sat with his back against the bark and pulled his legs to his chest. He tried to breathe 
but the world was compressing around him, squeezing. 


Then his phone rang. Wilbur jumped a mile at the vibration in his pocket, and pulled it out. 
The camouflage shimmered and released around it so he could see Techno's face on the 
screen. He denied the call. Then he waited, and sure enough, the voicemail popped up. 


Techno was breathless. "The red washing down the bathtub." 


Wilbur shut his eyes. Shit. The message hung up there, but it was rather clear that Techno 
knew his intent. The wretchedness in his voice. Could Wilbur truly deny him now? 


Trembling fingers dialed back and Techno answered before it even rang once. 
"It can't change the colour of the sea at all." Wilbur muttered. 
"I really need you to not kill yourself." Techno said, panting. "Tell me where you are." 


Wilbur was about twenty feet from where they left him. He didn't say that, "I'm pretty sure 
the original Wilbur killed himself too. Because I wouldn't have called you, so you wouldn't 
have known. You only came now because Tommy called." 


"Let me help then, damn it!" Techno snapped. 


"So that Tommy can die instead?" Wilbur asked, quiet. 


"No. We'll figure something out. We're not just letting you die like that. You're not allowed to 
give up, you're my brother and I need you, okay?" 


"You don't." Wilbur accused with a faint smile. "You've been doing great without me. I 
haven't." 


"Then why didn't you say?" Techno said, agonized. "Wilbur, listen to me. Listen to me. You 
have so many people who love you, not just my stupid ass who left you here alone. Tommy 
cares about you so much it hurts to see. You've gone and gotten an Enforcer worried about 
you and taking care of you. Then there's Niki who adores you and Quackity who is so 
concerned. You're not an island." 


"Any man's death diminishes me, because I am involved in mankind. And therefore never 
send to know for whom the bell tolls," Wilbur began. 


"It tolls for thee." Techno finished, but not through the phone. He was standing ten feet away, 
phone to his ear. 


"Damn." Wilbur said, dropping his cloak and putting the phone aside. 


"I figured there was no way you could outrun me so you must've outsmarted me." Techno 
crossed the distance between them and trapped Wilbur in a suffocating hug. 


"I'm not doing it." Wilbur told Techno's bicep, feeling it tense at his words. 


"Dying will save no one." Techno told him, annoyed. "We're not replacing one stupid plan 
with another." 


"We can't save Tommy, there's no way we can worm out of a deal with a higher being. If 
death is constant, there's... there's no loophole. I have to die." 


"I refuse to believe that." Techno tightened his already bruising grip. 


Wilbur gave a hollow chuckle. He let Techno tug him to his feet. When they turned back to 
the park, Wilbur felt his stomach drop all the way to his feet. 


Tommy was kneeling in the middle of the park, softly illuminated by the higher being 
floating before him. They did not look happy. 


Wilbur decided to fuck it all and sprinted. Techno cursed, following, and as they got closer 
the being came into view. 


It was XD. With a haunting golden halo and robes that moved with a silent wind, and a 
faceless horror. They watched Tommy place his hands together, before skidding to his side. 


"The child has spoken too much." XD told them. "Part of our deal was silence and he 
circumvented it. I do not like being circumvented." 


"I'm sorry, he tried to protect you, we pushed and we shouldn't have, your grace." Wilbur 
scrambled to say, raising his hands up and feeling his face heat at the power in front of him. 


"The child came into the past to save you and he has run out of time." XD said, slow and 
unhurried. "This is the hour and this is the minute of your death in the original timeline. Yet 
here you are, moments away again. The cost paid for this transaction will still remain, even if 
you die once again." 


"No." Wilbur's tongue felt like ash and Techno elbowed him in the ribs. He scrambled, "I'm 
sorry, your grace." 


"I have to do everything myself." XD said, and stepped forward. Tommy's mouth opened in a 
silenced scream, but it didn't matter. Nothing could stop the higher being from cupping 
Wilbur's face. It burnt so much he couldn't stop the choked scream, heart racing like thunder 
and his core emptying at a rapid pace. Too hot. XD took the remainder of his magic and the 
bindings on his chest lifted. The burden fell away. The exhaustion roared over him in waves. 


Wilbur's core was empty but he was no longer poisoned by the amulet. He had not a whisper 
of magic, but he was free. 


XD stepped away. Wilbur tried to catch his breath, realizing he'd doubled over in pain and 
had Tommy and Techno on either side of him, Techno muttering urgent things in his ear and 
Tommy squeezing his arm over and over. 


"Thank you, my grace." Wilbur managed to gasp. "But you may have wasted your time. I 
have a request. I want to take the payment that Tommy owes you." 


Tommy, still silenced, started to wack him and tried to cover Wilbur's mouth with his hand. 
His eyes were red and his expression frantic. 


"No." Techno snarled. 
"No." XD agreed. "That was not the deal." 


Wilbur's heart sunk. He turned horrified eyes to Tommy, who looked both horribly frightened 
and relieved. The tension was enormous. 


"What can we offer you instead?" Wilbur tried, cautious. 


"A life for a life is the only payment I accept. Nothing in the universe will compare." XD told 
them, serenely. 


"Fine." Techno said, raising his chin. "Take mine, then." 


Tommy tackled Techno to the ground and gave a wordless shriek. Wilbur felt about the same 
way, but only for a moment, because XD said in that same calm, "No. That was not the deal." 


"Would you take an Enforcer?" Phil calmly approached the scene, wings out, chin up. 
"Phil." Wilbur breathed, surprised. 


Phil flickered a calm smile. "Better an old man than you kids, don't you think?" 


"You are definitely not that much older than us." Techno said, weakly. His eyes flickered 
anxiously to XD. 


"No." XD said, not phased in the slightest by the new addition joining the party in front of 
them. "That was not the deal." 


Tommy stood, thrusting his finger at XD and waving his arms wildly. He stamped his foot for 
emphasis. 


XD waved a hand. The 'x' his throat vanished. Tommy inhaled hugely and said, "I never 
made a deal with you! You never said I had to give you anything! You just sent me on my 
way and told me not tell anyone! That's not fair!" 


"Correct." XD replied. 


Tommy faltered. He exchanged nervous glances with Wilbur, then Techno and Phil. He said, 
"What?" 


"I would love to take all four of your lives as payment." XD hovered a little higher. "But that 
was not the deal. I am bound by the deal as much as you are. So I cannot take any of your 
lives." 


"Any?" Tommy whispered, hopefully. 


Four of them. Wilbur's eyes widened, glancing at Tommy's trembling form. That included 
Tommy. 


"Tommy Innit never made a deal with me. The payment for this venture was made in 
advance. That was the deal and it cannot be revoked." 


Tommy's expression slackened. His mouth rounded and he said, "Oh." 

"Thank you for playing." XD said. "It was fun." 

Then they vanished. Leaving the park shadowed without the halo of light. 

"Tommy." Wilbur said, shaking with adrenaline. "Who helped you cast the spell?" 

Tommy swallowed and looked like he was going to cry. He didn't answer for a long moment. 
Then he said, "Your mother." 


Wilbur didn't realize it was possible to actually feel his heart shatter, like crushing a glass in 
his chest, but there it was. Painful and sharp and horrible. He said, devastated, "Oh." 


Techno fell back, face twisted, and covered his eyes with his hands. 
The park felt entirely too quiet. The world hung over them, haunting. 


"How?" Techno asked, eventually, around his fingers. 


Tommy hugged his knees to his chest. "I... I did ask you. You told me it was a terrible idea 
and that I shouldn't do it. But I asked your mother and she said she'd help." 


"But she's dead." Wilbur said, feeling very weird about it. 


"Here and now, yeah. But she wasn't before. Techno took over Fake Magic when you died, 
and she came by all the time." Tommy explained. 


"Did Wilbur kill himself?" Techno asked, sharper. 

"Yes." Tommy said. "Or at least, that's what you said." 

It wasn't clear if that was the kind of answer Techno wanted. He exhaled, frowning. 
"And how'd you meet Techno?" Phil chimed in, tilting his head to the side. 


"I was living on the streets nearby and kept coming in to see my hero once I realized that was 
where he retired. I'd gone in there the first time just to warm up and almost couldn't believe 

it. Then I was nagging him to teach me and just kept giving me shit I couldn't figure out, like 
swords and teleportation. I don't think he was really trying to teach me magic he was just 
shutting me up because I was annoying. But he let me hang around all the time and gave me a 
place to stay. And eventually... I wanted to repay the favour." 


Tommy dug his chin into his knees and looked sullen. "Techno was... he was so fucking 
miserable without you, Wilbur. He helped me so much and I wanted to help him." 


That really hurt. Wilbur made a face, not willing to confront that right now. 


Tommy exhaled hugely and said, "I've wanted to tell you guys about it for so long, I thought 
this was going to be easier because I'd just be able to explain myself, but then right as I was 
meeting XD to come here, they bound me to silence and I had to figure a new way out. I'm 
sorry that meant I had to lie to you sometimes." 


Wilbur shook his head, not even upset at all. His mother had sent him here to save him. 
His mother still loved him. 


Techno grabbed Tommy by the head and gave him a noogie. Tommy shrieked, but calmed 
when Techno then roughly gave him a big squishing hug. 


"Thank you very much for saving my brother." Techno said, a bit weakly. "It was stupid and 
reckless and almost got everyone killed. But I really, really appreciate it. You... you didn't 
have to do that for someone you didn't know, but you did." 


"I didn't know Wilbur but I knew you. Know you." Tommy said, rough as well, not moving 
from the hug slash headlock. "I've never been loved like you loved me. I just..." he faltered. 


"Fuck, kid." Techno said, with a wet laugh. 


They stayed there a moment. Phil said, gentle, "Can I ask another question? 


"Sure." Tommy straightened, trying to fix the hair Techno messed up. 
"When Wilbur died in the original timeline, it was ruled a suicide, correct?" 
"Yeah." 

"And Techno quit Hypixel and took over Fake Magic because of this, right?" 
"Yup." 

"Hm. Thank you. Can I have the amulet?" Phil held his hand out. 


Wilbur realized he had no idea where it was, patting his pockets in a tired half speed He'd lost 
track of it somewhere in all this, which was not good. 


Except Tommy placidly pulled the ball of rubber from his own pocket and handed it over, 
"Only if you promise not to put it on, big guy." 


"No intention." Phil tucked it away, out of sight and out of mind. "Just some loose ends I 
need to clean up." 


"We should go home now, Wilbur hasn't slept in weeks and he's falling asleep on me." 
Techno said. 


"I am not." Wilbur complained, even though his eyelids were beginning to feel more like 
sandbags. 


A low chuckle. And maybe he did fall asleep. 


It was possible that Techno was correct and hadn't actually slept in weeks. It certainly felt like 
it, he'd been awake and running every minute of the day, then staring at the ceiling all night 
agonizing from one crisis to the next. His body was exhausted from the lack of sleep and the 
inherent trauma of losing all your fucking magic and swallowing a bunch of hexweed to stop 
regenerating more. 


At least when he was asleep, he wasn't hot or cold. He was a blissful lukewarm. 


It felt like days later when he woke. In his own bed, wrapped in his dark duvet, with 
something heavy and warm and comforting laying on his feet. Clicking. Breathing. 


Wilbur squinted one eye open and saw a mop of blonde hair and his decade old DS, Tommy's 
thumbs clicking insistently at a grainy Pokemon battle. He was reclined on Wilbur's feet like 
he had absolutely nowhere else to be. 


"What time is it?" Wilbur rasped, feeling amazing and like shit. 
"Dunno." Tommy said. "You snore." 


"I do not." Wilbur complained, trying to roll over and being stopped by the gremlin leaning 
harder on his feet. He tried to kick him. 


It didn't work, he didn't have the strength. Tommy said, "How's that burnt hair?" 


"Disgusting." It overwhelmed the senses and if Wilbur hadn't just spent days miserable from 
far worse pains than a bad taste in his mouth, perhaps he'd care more. "Where's Techno?" 


"Running your shop." Tommy replied. 
"You're not helping?" 

"I'm babysitting." 

"Hey." 


Tommy snorted and leaned harder onto Wilbur's legs. "Do you want something to eat? Niki 
brought muffins." 


"It's gonna taste like burnt hair." 


Tommy laughed at his misery and got up, taking the DS with him and returning with a water 
bottle and huge muffin. Double chocolate. It was a shame it would taste disgusting. 


"Phil said he can already feel your magic coming back." Tommy told him, returning without 
pause to squish his feet again. He had a Butterfree on his screen named 'Clementine'. 


Wilbur poked his core and felt a soft regrowth. No cold. No hot. Just natural and smooth. But 
it didn't bring him any joy. He said to Tommy, "You lost your magic because of me." 


Tommy shrugged. "You lost your mother because of me." 


"She made her choice." Wilbur said, pained but knowing there was no way they could change 
what had already happened. 


"And so did I." Tommy said, fierce. 


Wilbur didn't agree with that, shaking his head. "You couldn't know what you were signing 
up for." 


"And I would still make the same choice even if I knew." Tommy said, stubborn. "Maybe it'll 
change, or maybe I'll find a way in the future to get magic even if I can't make it. But I don't 
really care right now because I succeeded in my goal. You're still alive. Techno's happy. It 
wasn't for nothing." 


It didn't seem fair. But the world really wasn't fair, and he thought he'd be much better at 
accepting that now. 


Wilbur ate the muffin and it tasted like burnt hair. Then he fell asleep again listening to the 
clicking of buttons. 


Techno woke him later, crouched beside his bed and long pink hair falling over his shoulder. 
He said, "Hey sleepyhead, do you want the good news or the bad news?" 


His heart couldn't take the anxiety of not knowing anything bad so he said, "Bad news." 
"Someone was in fact trying to kill you and it's all my fault." Techno said, promptly. 


Wilbur's stomach churned, but he knew there would be good news, so he leveraged himself 
up onto his dizzy elbow and asked, "Good news?" 


"Philza Minecraft has tracked them down and arrested all the guilty parties." 
"How is it your fault?" Wilbur asked, not understanding. 


Techno's expression went dark. "They wanted me out of Hypixel so I guess they figured the 
best way to do that would be to incapacitate or kill my brother. Not actually sure if death was 
the intent, but at least getting you fucked up enough that I'd come to the rescue." 


"Dream?" Wilbur guessed, frowning. 


"Yeah. Phil said Quackity told him enough about the seller to track him as some guy named 
George, who's Dream's friend. Not hard to find the connection there. I'm just annoyed that he 
was so chicken to fight me head on that he had to resort to petty assassination." 


"Ah." Wilbur said. He had wondered why someone would bother to kill him, and hadn't 
immediately considered the famous brother. Self centeredness once again. 


Which he took a mental step back from and realized that Techno must've been feeling like 
absolute garbage, because in another life his choices meant Wilbur was dead. 


"It's not your fault I killed myself, Techno." Wilbur said, the sentence feeling very weird in 
his mouth. 


Techno's nose twitched. "Well, it actually kinda is, in a bunch of ways. I leave you here alone, 
I don't check in enough, then all the thoughts you were having get pulled up by an evil amulet 
sent to harm you and you kill yourself-- yeah I think I get a little blame for this one, actually." 


"Like, twenty percent, maybe." Wilbur said. "Eighty percent the assholes trying to kill me. 
Really, ten percent each, because I should've called you instead of killing myself." 


He hated seeing Techno upset. This put a strained smile on his face. "Fine. Ten percent each. 
Can you fucking talk to me about how you're feeling now?" 


"Burnt hair." Wilbur said, then shook his head. "It's a lot, Tech. I don't really know where to 
start." 


"Well, I'm a retired champion now. I've got time to listen." 


Wilbur stared at his awkward earnestness and figured it couldn't be worse than burning alive 
to avoid his problems. He opened his mouth and talked for a long time. 


Tommy very cheerfully came by later to inform them that Dream was all over the news 
getting arrested by his local Enforcers, and insisted that the brothers show him how to bake a 


cake for Philza Minecraft. This made a huge mess in the kitchen, and the end result was 
something pink and hideous and probably not edible. But it said, 'thank u phil' in shitty child 
handwriting. 


"Wait, how old are you mentally?" Wilbur asked, realizing. 


"Sixteen." Tommy said. "I'm not going back to school until my body catches up to my 
fucking age, I'm not reliving that shit." 


"You could just skip a grade." Techno pointed out. 


"Urgh! You were the one who forced me to go back to school in the first place." Tommy 
complained, kicking his feet back and forth under the stool. "Insisted I learn and shit. 
Disgusting." 


"Seems sensible enough to me." 

"Wilbur didn't make me!" 

"That's the depression, dude. You should probably go to school." Wilbur told him. 

"Hello Philza Minecraft." Tommy said instead of replying, looking over Wilbur's shoulder. 


"Hello Tommy Innit. You've baked a cake." Phil said, amusement in his voice. Wilbur turned 
and saw him in civilian clothes, hands in the pockets of his dad jeans. 


"It's for being very helpful and badass. Please enjoy." Tommy pushed the monstrosity over. 


"This looks like a war crime." Phil said, laughing. "I appreciate it. Are we trying to figure out 
what happens next?" 


"No one is trying to kill Wilbur anymore, so my vote is therapy." Techno said. 
"Urgh." Wilbur said. 
"We'll work on it." Phil smiled. 


They tried to eat the cake and went to get slushies when it was terrible. Wilbur was still tired 
and insisted they drive. Which meant that Phil insisted on actually driving, with Tommy 
taking shotgun, putting the twins in the back seat. 


"She loved us, didn't she?" Techno asked, quiet, under the roaring laughter of Tommy and the 
quieter amusement of Phil. 


"I guess she did." Wilbur replied, heart sore when he thought of his mother giving up 
everything on a chance to save him. 


If she hadn't, he wouldn't have gained so much in that car. He finally had that question 
answered. It hurt to know. He was glad he knew it. 
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